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SIDNEY POITIER 








MEN: 


Delo lua 
Without I< Cost! 


SEE HOW EASY IT IS TO MA 
UP TO $3022 IN A DAY! 


in make more money, up to $30.00 in a day, in full or spare time—and get a fine 
it for yourself without 1c cost! Where can you get such an opportunity? Right 
Just mail the coupon below. You’ll get our suit plan and this money-making 
FREE. Contains more than 100 fine quality fabrics, sensational values in 
to-measure suits, topcoats and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors 
llow-workers. It’s easy. They all want better-fitting, better-looking clothes. 
ire this, clothes must be made-to-measure. And you offer fine quality clothing 
personal measure from beautiful fabrics—at unusually low prices. No won- 

i take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance on every 
nd build up a fine permanent income for yourself in spare 
me. Evenif you know nothing about the clothing business, 

1 earn good money as soon as you receive this FREE Sample 
Everything is simply ex- 
how easy it 
ke measures. You’ll won- 


d, including 





. . e 


y you never got into this 
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: YOUR OWN 
' SUITS WITHOUT 1° COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to get 
your own personal suits, topcoats and 
overcoats without paying 1 cent—plus 
your big cash earnings. You pay noth- 
ing for samples, for supplies, and not a 
cent for your own suit. Don’t send a 
penny. Just send us the coupon. 
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W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. P-664 
500 S. Throop Street, Chicago 7, Illinois 


Dear Sir: IWANT MONEY ANDI WANT A SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush de- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with 
actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 


er 









t business before. Do I 4 OSH 
Rush coupon today! ] 
THISCOUPON Jia 
. 7. GIBSON, INC. ML2Y EZ fe 
Throop St., Dept. P-664 2S: neers 


Chicago 7, Illinois 
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A] #2556 INDIAN PRINCESS 
Doctor, lawyer. even an Indian 
chief, will tike the way you 
look in this dramatic , taffeta 
check with the twinkling jew- 
eled buttons' Fits beautifully 
Acetate. Black 

Sizes 8 to 16 $9.99 


#2425 DRAMATIC 
You're dramatically swathed in 
glamour in this clinging 
sheath of rayon matte jersey. 
Carefully draped to emphasize 
every curve. Black, White, 
Coral and Aqua. Sizes & to 18 

$19.99 








#2985 SUCCESS STORY 

@ sheath you can't live with- 
out! Nylon and Acetate Matte 
Jersey, molded to perfection, 
accented with Doiman sleeves 
to accessorize as the occa- 
sion demands. Willow Green, 
Gold, Red, Blue, Black. Sizes 
7 to 15 or 10 to 16. $12.99 


#2039 «SCOOP 
SENSATION 


You'll be the scoop of the sea- 
son and the catch of his eye in 
this swishy checked rayon taf- 
feta frock. Dainty spaghetti 
straps and full 8” hem are 
special pius features! Red or 
Black both with White checks 
Sizes 8 to 15. $8.99 














SIDE ZIPPER! 
CRISS-CROSS CONTROL 
WAIST NIPPER BAND 





3 #2040 stop & co 

A sheath-full of glamour from 
any angie! The shy, high collar 
plays demure, while daring 
diamond cutouts accent you 
“fore and aft’! Rayon Acetate 
Satin. Black, Blaze Red, 
Heaven Blue. Sizes 8 to 18. 
$19.99 


#2623 HOLLYWOOD 

Be different. Hollywood shows 
you how! DEeeep plunge back 
dares your charms while built 
in cups and low cut neck 
brings out the rest of the best 
in you ae Helanca 
stretch Nylon lack, Flame 
Red, Copen Blue. Sizes 8 to 
16 $17.99 


A #5010 VENUS 
ing out the best on you! This 
padded pretty with dainty, em- 
bro:dered cups guarantees 

w bosom beauty. Taffeta and 
Nylon. Acetate and Polyester 
elastic back for no-slip. Two 
way straps. “ere Sizes 
32-36 A: 32-38 B; 3 

lor $5.95 


fH | #5073 COUNTER POINT 
Frederick’ S famous pointed 
‘m-up" pushup bra jut 
without pads! Specially de 
signed shell cups combine 
with light underwiring to push 
up and in lifts your bust 
to high pointed perfection 
with cleavage! Front hook 
closing. Acetate satin cups 
Acetate, Rubber and Polyester 
Biack or White. Sizes 32 to 
36 A, B.C $3.99 


#3216 HIP ENHANCER 

“too-slim-hips” in 

this hidden foam rubber padde 

powerflex panty girdie. Rounds 

you out, helps mask too-heavy 

thighs. Black, White. Sizes 
22-30 inch waist 6. 


i #3437 SITZAPPEAL 
Slim giris—give yourself added 

roundness! Secretaries — aes 
that built in padding for all 
Gay sitting. ——, Te 
curves ‘neath - —. ui 
acetate-rubber, 
White. 22 ach. to 30 inch 
waist. 


#3277 ~TWO TIMER 

WTacle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fit into shaped 
pockets on hip and derriere 
and are YOUR SECRET! Knitted 
Rayon Acetate Powerfiex.White, 
Black. Sizes 22-30 inch waist 
$12.99 










#3069 MINUS FOUR! 
That's right! This 81,” rayon- 
satin waist cincher will shave 


ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
for garters. White. Sizes: 24” 
to 32” — A steal at this 
low pric $3.50 


#5078 ESCORT SERVICE 
Fantastically priced girdle that 
super-slims waist, hips, and 
tummy! inner elastic stripping 
gives special “criss-cross 
contro! to flatten abdomen 
Satin back panel smoothes 
derrier. 2” nip-in waist band 


$6.99 White only van panel 100% 


Nyton, Back, Rayon. Cotton, 
Rubber want Sizes 23 to 34 
$3.99 


oO #5020 MAGIC POINT 
New! Fabulous uplift, cleav- 
age, and that ig” pointed 
took! Famous Frederick's ‘‘in- 
in 


inner contour 
feather boning makes you 
measure more. 3 way straps 
Acetate satin cups. Acetate, 


rubber and polyester. Black, 
White Sw 32 to 38 B or C; 
32 to 36 99 

2 ter $11.50 


Fashion catalog with 


GIRDLES 





















your order or send 
25¢ for current issue 
. 50¢ for 18-month | 
subscription. 
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TRUST YODORA 


Get the beauty-cream deodorant... 
fortified for protection you can trust. 
Yodora is smooth white... specially 
kind to normal 

delicate skin. ¢ 
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BY McKESSON 





RECOGNIZED & APPROVED 
SCHOOL OF INVESTIGATION 
Extension Training Division — 

Learn a profitable and interesting profession 


while earning at home in your spare time. Now 
you can prepore for a career in investigation 
work through our complete home study program. 
Write for free booklet. Please state your age. 


NATIONAL DETECTIVE ACADEMY 
722 WEST CHAPMAN AVENUE 
ORANGE, CALIFORNIA 








NOW! A HOWARD DE LUXE GLAMOUR 
At Less Cost than Ordinary Hair Pieces 


Only a bined — Covers Your Whole Head 





j $ gon 745: Riviera Glamour. 
oe: Sere retty aide | 76%: Cluster Glamer.| Shortest of all styles. 
bang. Newest style Front cluster and Delightfully boyish. 

$13.98 | boy sale. $12.98 
$16.99 | 706; Extra heavy $14.98] 746: Heavier $15.99 








831: More hair 
Suntan 


1 EASY TO CLEAN AND RESTYLE rl 
1 YOU GET MORE STYLE — MORE Comfort — ! 
| MORE REAL ENJOYMENT FOR LESS MONEY AT 1 
{| MOWARD OR YOU GET YOUR MONEY BACK. i 
State hat size, color, or send hair sample for matching. 
] $5.00 extra for mixed grey and light shades | 
| | 
| | 
| 





SAVE MONEY. Send full amount and we pay ali postage. 
SEND NO MONEY. Pay postman pius post. & hand. 
SEND YOUR ORDER TO HOWARD — A NAME YOU CAN TRUST. 
HOWARD TRESSES, Dept. TA2 
317 W. 125th St, New York 27, N. Y. 
Send 10¢ for HOWARD BEAUTY BOOK. FREE WITH ORDER. =. 


WILLIAM P. GRAYSON 
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Cover Photo of Donnadale Brown 


By Moneta Sleet, Jr. 


Tan’s December cover girl is 17-year- 
old Donnadale Brown, a New York 
fashion model who hopes to one day 
become a bilingual secretary. 





TAN is puetenee monthly ay eS ———— Publishing Co., Inc., 
offices at 1270 Avenue of rieas. Los Angeies office at 90: ilshire 
posi paid at Chicago, Il., ken the Act of March 3, 187 ye Copyright 1960. by 
duction in whole or part prohibited without per — 
addre: envelopes and return stage. The firemen a ae no responsibility for retur! 

$s of persons or business firms in all stories are not actual and all names of le, if Of ein persons, urely 
" SUBSCRIP TON RATES: n oe 


people 
pier carrie Rg omaees are of models who are not actually involved in any of the stories. 
United States and its Possessions, $2.50 per year; two years. $4.00; three years, .50; four F ADDIE $7. 
Pan American Countries. $3.50 per year. Other Countries. $4.50 nee year. CHANGE OF A DRESS: 6 weeks’ notice 
. When possible. please furnish stencil-impression address from a recent issue. wale an be made 

if you send us your old as well as your new address. Write to TAN Magazine, 1820 South fchigun Avenue, 
Cnieago 16, Hlinots. 


1820 South ———- Avenne. Chicago 16, Illinois. New York 
33 Blv Beverly Hills, Calif. Second- sonng 

debe Publishing Co., Inc. Rep 

a be accompanied by seit: 
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Likes TAN Best 


I am a constant reader of TAN Magazine and 
have been now for three years. I think it is one 
of the finest publications of its kind on the 
market today. 

I enjoy every aspect of your magazine, and 
I know it can only get better. Keep ’em coming. 

A/2C William L. Gates 
392nd Med. Grp. 
Vandenberg AFB, Calif. 


September Issue Scores 


I was. astounded after reading “Sammy 
Davis’ Roughest Romance,” in the September 
issue of TAN Magazine. It seems that people 
have forgotten that Pearl Bailey, Harry Bela- 
fonte, Billy Daniels, Katherine Dunham, Lena 
Horne, Eartha Kitt and Nina Simone all are 
interracially married. 

Irma Jean Grant 
Roslyn, Long Island, N. Y. 


I think the September issue of TAN is one of 


KEEP YOUR COMPLEXION HONEYMOON-BRIGHT 


... soft, clear and Nadinola-light 




















































Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 
clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


non-oily. Brightens skin 
lessens shine at the 
same time. 75c to $2 


is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 25¢ to $1.25 


Rose L. Clark 
Chicago, Ill. 





) the best ever published. I enjoyed all of the Gi ' ’ i 
) stories, especially “One Of The Crowd.” This Wwe vemmnee @ chanes? Don't mn ctnenelly comand  gimplen. 
7 is very true, and could happen to anyone, just let a dull, dark complexion de- Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
) “eo 9 =a ro eee prive you of popularity. Don’t cleared, smoother and softer, 
Natalie Jones let oiliness, big pores, blackheads glowing and glamorous. Friends 
Philadelphia, Pa. cheat you of charm. Chase away _ will say you look years younger! 
“Love Story” Rocks Readers those bad-complexion blues with Effective but oh, so gentle! Napr- | 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. om ‘tivel . } 
I just read the October Tan, and I think Nothi — 1 v NOLA acts so positively yet 18 80 
1 it’s the best yet. I especially enjoyed the othing—absolutely nothing— kind to your skin that we guar- i 
4 article “The Love Story That Rocked The will improve your skin faster, in 5 s : H 
South.” Coming from Florida myself, I can diff t , antee you will be delighted with 
really sympathize with them. . more different ways: its results. There are two types 
Betty L. Lewis ‘ ‘ ‘ ; 
Tallahassee, Fla. Contains wonder-working A-M! of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
' This remarkable medicated ingre- and the other for dry skin. Choose | 
é I enjoyed - sie Mage of TaN ol dient of NADINOLA works deep the type that is right for you. | 
-  azin . the stories, “ ee : , , ’ ~ | 
7 oe pow. That eked The South,” ey Had down within the skin to brighten Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
| No Shame,” and “Wild Blood.” Your stories and lighten it, combat blackheads §NAaDINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 
are more interesting every month, and I wait } 
anxiously for each issue. I wish your mag- {| 
azine came out twice a month. I sincerely 
hope that Sandra and Burleigh find happiness 
together, because after all they went through, 
they deserve a break. True love has no 
color boundaries, and I don’t think they should ag A |B 3 bed oO { A 
be judged simply as an interracial couple. | 
aan Please keep up the good work, and let’s 
oe have more interesting stories about all kinds BLEACHING CREAM FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
7 of people and their problems. Nadinola Deluxe is | The original Nadinola 







Please add my name to your Pen Pals 
columns. I am a regular reader of TAN Mag- 


azine. | am 17 years old, have light tan com- 
plexion, dark brown eyes, and reddish brown 
hair. I’m 5'6%4” tall, and weigh 131 lbs. I 
enjoy dancing, listening to rock and roll music, 


reading and writing. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
and women between the ages of 19 to 30, of 
different races. 

Miss Yvonne Davis 
189 Henry St. 
Stamford, Conn. 


I am a constant reader of Tan Magazine, 
and I enjoy it very much. I would deeply ap- 
preciate it if you would put my name in your 


Pen Pals section. 

I'm 16 years old, have light brown com- 
plexion, brown eyes and hair, and I’m 5’5%4” 
tall. My hobbies are roller skating, sewing, 
cooking and collecting rock and roll records. 
I would like to correspond with boys and girls 
all over the world regardless of color, race or 
creed, from 17 to 21. ; 

Gwendolyn Harrison 
3029 So. Harvard Blvd. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


I have been a faithful reader of TAN for the 
past five years, and have not missed a single 
edition for the last two and a half years. I 
am a legal secretary, 18 years old, am 5’2” tall 
and weigh 128 lbs. My complexion is a me- 


dium light tan, I have sandy hair and brown 
eyes, 

I am a music lover, jazz being my favorite. I 
also enjoy reading, singing, dancing and writ- 
ing. I like to hear about the hobbies and inter- 
ests of others, especially if they coincide with 


mine. I would like to correspgnd with young 

men between the ages of 20-25. I will answer 

all letters, and am most eager to exchange pho- 

tographs. I sincerely hope to acquire new 
friendships via correspondence. 

Marcia Metcalfe 

772 Thresher Ave. 

Benton Harbor, Mich. 


You know, I find your correspondence col- 
umn very amusing. Slavery ended about a 
century ago, and yet we find people con- 
tinually presenting themselves as if they were 
heifers at the market-place—weight, length, 
colour and so on. 

Personally, I would say that what counts 
most in love and friendship is a generous dis- 
Make sure that a dark skin does not 


position 

hide a black heart. Remember that handsome 
is, as handsome does. I doubt if you will print 
this, but I will correspond with any black 


woman of reasonable intelligence, who agrees 
or disagrees with the above. 


Frank May 

38, The Avenue 
Brandesbury 

London N.W. 6, England 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I read TAN quite often, and often write to 
people whose names appear in your Pen Pals 
section. Now, I wish you would enter my name 
in the Pen Pals columns. 

I am 17 years old, and a senior in high school. 
I have brown hair, brown eyes, light brown com- 
plexion. I am 5’2” tall, and weigh 136 lbs. My 
measurements are 36-24-36. I like all kinds of 
sports, especially baseball. I also like to dance, 
listen to all kinds of music, cook, and swim. 

I will try to answer all letters, and exchange 
photos if requested. 

Gwendolyn J. Lomax 
1240 Hornsby Ave. 
Norfolk 13, Va. 


I have been an ardent reader of TAN for quite 
a while now, and I think it is No. 1 among all 
magazines. I would like very much to have my 
name published in your Pen Pal column. | 
am 2] years old, 6’ tall, 178 lbs., brown com- 
plexion, brown eyes, black hair and fairly nice 
looking. 

My interests are all spectator sports, and col- 
lecting jazz records. I will answer all letters 


and exchange photos. 
A/2C William Gates 
392nd Med. Group (SAC) 
Vandenberg AFB, 
Calif. 


I am a regular reader of Tan, and think it 
is the most. I enjoyed the November issue, 
particularly the stories “Man Trap,” and “In 
His Brother’s House, We Sinned.” Keep up 
the good work. 

Vernelle White 
Detroit, Mich. 


I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine, 
and would appreciate it very much if you 
would print my letter in your magazine. 

I am 18 years old, 5’3” tall, have brown 
eyes, dark brown hair, with a medium brown 
complexion. My hobbies are reading, writing, 
and listening to all types of music. I would 
like to correspond with boys and girls between 
the ages of 19 to 22, regardless of race, color, 
or creed. I will answer all letters, and will 
be glad to exchange photos. 

Patricia Ann Livingston 
1129-D Cumberland Road 
Harrisburg, Pa. 


I am a regular reader of TAN and would like 
for my name to appear in the Pen Pals section. 
I am 19 years old, 5/10”, have light brown hair 
and light complexion, dark grey eyes. 

I would like to correspond with girls between 
the ages of 17 and 22. All letters will be an- 
swered promptly, for I am a person who loves 
to write. My hobbies are typing, dancing, 
sports, and listening to all kinds of music, in- 
cluding classical. 

I would like to hear from anyone who has 
time to write a few lines. 

Herbert Offutt 


513 Main Street 
Belle Vernon, Pa. 


| have become quite interested in Tan these 
past few months, and find myself anxiously 
awaiting for the next following issue. 

I would be most pleased if you would find 
time and space one day to put my name in 
your Pen Pal column. Being a sailor stationed 
over in Naples, Italy, I can’t help but wonder 
what else is going on around me. I am 21 years 
old, 5’7”, 145 lbs., black hair, brown eyes and 
medium brown complexion. I would be de- 
lighted in hearing from girls everywhere. I will 
definitely answer all letters and will gladly 


exchange photos. 
Tony Powers YN3 
U. S. Naval Air Facility 
Navy 566 Div 30 
c/o Fleet Post Office 
New York, N. Y. 


I am a reader of TAN Magazine and would 
like for my name to appear in the Pen Pal col- 
umns. 

I am 17 years old, 5’144” tall, 110 lbs., with 
brown hair and eyes, and light complexion. I 
am a freshman in college and would like to 
correspond with girls and boys all over the 
world, ages 17-21. My interests are dancing, 
modern jazz, poetry and reading. 

I will answer all letters, and will exchange 
photos. 

Brenda Coleman 
3750 Northwestern 
Detroit 6, Mich. 


It will be considered a great favor if you will 
be good enough to have my name published in 
the Pen Pals column of Tan Magazine. 

I am a college student at the University of 
Buffalo, where I am studying to be a teacher in 
the field of art education. I am 20 years old, 
5’8”, 135 lbs., with brown eyes, black hair, 
brown complexion. I would answer letters from 
male and female, between the ages of 19 to 25, 
who are interested in all types of sports, both 
indoor and outdoor, movies, music, art and 
dancing. 

I would like to exchange photos. 

Norma McClaney 
176 Woodlawn Ave. 
Buffalo 8, N. Y. 


I really enjoy reading your magazine, and | 
hope you never stop publishing it. I would like 
my name entered in your Pen Pals section. 

I am 17 years old, have black hair and brown 
eyes and am considered attractive. I would like 
to correspond with young men and women 
from the United States and other countries. 
Race doesn’t matter. My hobbies are movies, 
music, dancing, photography and writing. I 
will gladly answer all letters, and will also 
exchange photos if requested. So if you wish 
to make a new friend, write a letter to me. 
All letters will be answered immediately. 

Senorita Aloma Gomez 
Blocke 28 Letra B 

ler Pico Apt. 13 

Urk 23 de Enero 
Caracas, Venezuela, S. A. 
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By EVE LYNNE 
EAR EVE: 


I made a mistake almost two years 
ago. I met and fell in love with a very 
attractive man. I am twenty. I had a 
baby by this man, and he walked out on 
me for another woman. But during all 
this time I haven’t loved anyone but my 
baby’s father, and other men don’t in- 
terest me in the least. Someday I believe 
he’ll come back to me, and I want to be 
free and unattached. Do you think I’m 
right or wrong? Just call me 

Mixed Up 
Dear Mixed: 

Sometimes we hold on to what we 
know is the memory of a hopeless love 
because we’ve been burnt, and are afraid 
to live again. You don’t “love” the man 
who let you down. You're afraid some- 
one else might, too. Time will help you 
regain faith. 


Dear Eve: 

I] was reading this month’s TAN, and 
saw your advice to a girl whose boy 
friend is in the Navy (That a bird in the 
hand is still worth more than the Navy 
in Norfolk). 

Well, I am in the Army, and I am in 
Hawaii. And all the girls who used to 
write to me have stopped, because some- 
one like you tells them that GI’s are play- 
ing around with the girls at the place 
they are stationed. That is not true. I 
must say that I, a GI, didn’t agree with 
you, because most GI’s are thinking day 
and night of the girl at home. 

PFC Melvin Peeples 
APO 25 


San Francisco, Calif. 





vee SUBSCRIBE TO TAN! 


A monthly romance maga- 
zine that brings the every- 
day drama of love, marriage 
and emotional conflicts to 
your front door. 


TAN ‘also contains a won- 
derful Home Service section 
giving you the how-to-do-it 
information on Beauty— 
Food—Haircare and tips for 
young mothers. 


Why not enjoy TAN for a 
full year at the special in- 
troductory offer of only 
$2.00. Copies will be deliv- 
ered to your door by mail. 
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This offer limited—ACT NOW! 















































Child care 
TAWN magazine 1820 S. Michigan Chicage 16, Ulincis 7 





An attractive, personally 


will be sent with all 


bet IAN Light Up Your Christmas 


Mae MAGAZINE, 1820 S. MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 









For a Christmas gift that outshines. everv- 
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scription to TAN. Youll be giving the best 


in dramas of love, marriage and cmotional 


contlict, plus information and advice on Beauty, 






— 
C 


Food, Haircare and tips for young mothers, 






delivered right to the door. So give TAN at 






Christmas—and, get a subscription tor your- 





selt. First subscription only $2.50. Additional 






subscriptions $2.00. 
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Pay nothing now, we will bill you later. 


TAN, 1820 S. Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois 
ENTER [] RENEW [] my own subscription. (TAN) 


2 FOR Address 
$4.50 City 
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King Cole 












DRUNKENNESS 


= DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Ruins Health, Happiness. Break 
the Drinking Cycle QUICKLY 
..» INEXPENSIVELY! Use new 
ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
from liquor. May be taken in secret. New ALCOREM 
oi : eliminates desire for more alcohol for varying pe- 
— riods. GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is recog- 
nized by Medical Authority. Comes ready to use —sim- 
ple instructions included—need not cause time out from 
work. One happy ALCOREM user writes: “I took ~ 
ALCOREM 9 years ago. and I have not taken or | 
‘ wanted adrink since then. Please send me ALCOREM 
for a friend of mine who is a heavy drinker.’'—-Mr. 
H. F., Princeton, Ky. As an additional help we send... 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM. 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also WEIGHT CHART to guide reformed 
drinker to proper weight. 

DO NOT DELAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK, We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
Pay postman $9.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE if 
$1.20 in C.0.D. & postage.send $9.95 with order. 

Known world wide since 1948 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. T-20 | | 


608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 


NOW! A HOWARD DELUXE PERUKE 
FOR LESS THAN ORDINARY WIGS 
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: "a | easy TO CLEAN AND RESTYLE 

YOU GET MORE STYLE — MORE ComFonT — 
| MORE REAL ENJOYMENT FOR LESS MONEY AT 
| NOWARD OR YOU GET YOUR MONEY BACK. 

State hat size, color, or send hair sample for matching. 
| $5.00 extra tor mixed grey and light shades 
| 
| 


i 


SAVE MONEY. Send full amount ano we pay ali postage. 

SEND NO MONEY. Pay postman plus post. & hand. 

SEND YOUR ORDER TO HOWARD — A NAME YOU CAN TRUST. 
HOWARD TRESSES, Dept. TA2 


| On The Reco > 


_ IS LOVE/Nat King Cole (Capitol) : The “King,” himselt, calls the album | 4__ Send 10¢ for HOWARD BEAUTY BOOK. FREE WITH ORDER. _ 
“something else . . . the biggest thrill of my recording career,” and most 
Cole fans are bound to agree that it is an exciting disc. 
A happy blending of the music of Ray Rasch and lyrics of Dotty Wayne, Wild THE BEST IN THE WORLD 
y Is Love started as an idea broached to Cole, then brought to a successful conclusion eusen beatin = a 
RO 

































FOR HOME AND SHOP 










; by the two comparative unknowns. The twelve tunes are a sometimes swinging, ei 





sometimes ballady, sometimes bluesy excursion down the happy, painful road to 






: #05 $1.99 
imported; pin joint, rotling 


75 
Eureka, 37 regular straight 
Steel spacers. Wood 
handles. “Cc” size, blue steel 


love, with a running commentary by Cole between songs. — 

The title tune, Wild 1s Love, an up-tempo number, accentuated by screaming brass, 
opens and closes the album. Packed between are Hundreds And Thousands Of 
Girls, It?s A Beautiful Evening, Tell Her In The Morning, Are You Disenchanted?, 
and Pick-Up, to complete side one. 

Side two opens with Beggar For The Blues, followed by World Of No Return, In 
Love Again, Stay With It, Wouldn't You Know, He Who Hesitates, and tailing off 
with the Wild Is Love Finale. Eureha, $4 fine straight’ teeth, 

For the old Cole fans who know the master as the “living end” where gentle | [iiustracts quopenene, 


ballads are concerned, /t’s A Beautiful Evening (for falling in love), . . . Disen- — 
217 99% 








#10 $1.99 
Solid brass. 
(#11 straight teeth 
Wood handle. 
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Eureka, 39 regular straight 
teeth. Steel spacers. Wood 
handle. 



















chanted, and World Of No Return are happy reminders of the Nat of years’ standing. | |Solié brass, straignt teeth. For 
But Nat has also had his say with the swingers, and the bulk of the album gives i gues. On coe ee 
. . ° ° ’ ° ° ° #36 $2.25 handles. Sizes “A” to ““D"’. 
him ample opportunity to remind the listener that he’s a pro in this territory, too. Edger comb; imported. 52 extra a3 
i : ai adie sd oa eg A c E 5 ne brass . For thin hair. 
The liner, itself, is “wild,” with beautiful color illustrations keying the songs. ELECTRIC COMBS 


Since it is unlike the average disc, where the entertainer has the benefit of being 


















able to record a goodly number of sure things, composed and arranged by a col- | | #37 ses0 — 
a s yi a Won't overheat. Curved, solid 

lection of pros, the great virtue of the album is that it does not fade before the finish. | [brass teeth FREE travei case] Won't overheat. 
Its only failing might be that Cole’s voice in the commentary might disturb a 

few people, but only those few who feel his talking voice is a great waste when HOWARD TRESSES Dept. TA? 








there is singing to be done. 317_W. 125 St. New York 27, N.Y. 












Longer hair may now be yours 


... nere 1s your 
= Raveen. 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


-%« Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 


¥ 
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Bea 
Raveen 
beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepara- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box. 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend thot you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAVEEN ~ iss: sens 
$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 15c for postage to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago §, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you at once, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers—i your wholesaler has not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we'll see that he gets some in 
at once. 


Money Back Guarantee —you must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN . . . or send the 
unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. + 


SUPREME PRODUCTS CO. ¢ 624 S. Michigan Ave. Chicago 5, lll. 
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LET NO MAN WRITE MY EPITAPH 


With Let No Man Write My Epitaph, novelist Willard Motley, less concerned with 
race than with the nauseous evils of poverty and social frustration, continues the 
sordid saga of the Romano family entrapped by the grime and congestion of Chi- 
cago’s West Madison Street. The first part of the Romano tragedy was told in 
Motley’s first best-selling novel Knock On Any Door, which recounted the short, 
violent life and death (by electrocution) of pretty boy killer Nick Romano. 

The Columbia Pictures film version of Epitaph tells with convincing realism what 
happened to Romano’s common-law wife, Nellie, excellently acted by Shelley 
Winters, and his talented and sensitive illegitimate son, Nick, played by James 
Young Nick has to face the painful burden of his paternity and the awful 
realization that his mother is morally 


Darren. 


far from an angel. 

The people who drift in and out of its 
depressing setting are either hurt or un- 
happy. 
them are victims of alcoholism, poverty, 


vicious or confused. Most of 


delinquency or drugs. Among those who 
are “hooked” by heroin are Shelley 
Winters and jazz singer Ella Fitzgerald. 
the latter seen in her first dramatic 
screen role. Burl Ives is superb as an 


alcoholic ex-judge and Ricardo Montal- 


A Noxious Corner of Society 


ban good as a vicious dope pusher. But 
for most of its 104 minutes Epitaph paints a harrowing picture of unhappy people 
inhabiting a noxious corner of society. 


THE SAVAGE INNOCENTS 


For a change of pace in movie fare, for a memorable visit to an area so remote 
only a handful of nomadic Eskimos have knowledge of its wonders, see Paramount 
Pictures’ The Savage Innocents. This unusual adventure drama about life among 
Polar Eskimos reveals their customs and morals, and builds up to near tragedy 
when they come into contact with a decadent, white civilization of greed, guns. 
booze and juke box jazz. ¥ 

The screenplay by Director Nicholas 
Ray is based on Hans Ruesch’s best- 
selling novel, The Top Of The World, 
which is published in 15 languages and 
is considered the final authority on Polar 
Eskimo life. The time is the present, 
and the picture was filmed for the most 
part in the story’s actual locale—the 
northernmost arctic wastes of Canada. 

Photographed in technicolor and 
technirama, this portrayal of life within 
the arctic circle is awesome—with polar 
bears, seals, walrus, caribou, huskies and a strange, beautiful people involved in 
the ageless struggle for survival. 

Anthony Quinn as Inuk turns in a performance that may win him an Oscar. He 
is physically exciting and emotionally stimulating as the great hunter who is tired 
of borrowing other men’s wives and of listening to the laughter of his married 
friends. He decides to take a wife. How he chooses Asiak. played by the gifted 
Japanese actress Yoko Tani, and his life with her is top movie fare. 


An ageless struggle for survival 








Just use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works inside 
your skin. Modern science knows no 
faster way of lightening skin. 

Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 
43¢, 65¢ 


BLACK = WHITE 











BLEACHING CREAM 





ITCH in Women 
Relieved like Magic 


Here's blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 
rectal itch, chafing, rash and eczema with a new 
amazing scientific ‘ormula called LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don’t suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 








Easy-As 

Combing Your Hair 
COMPLETELY SAFE — STAYS ON TILL YOU 
WASH IT OUT — NOT A DYE — DOES NOT 
AFFECT PRESSED HAIR — NO MESS OR BOTHER 
—lUSE ANYPLACE - ANYTIME—LOOKS NATURAL 


(Excellent for Men and Women, 


Use this Amazing, Modern, Quick, Easy Way to restore the natural 
color to faded gray, ae hair. So Easy, So Simple, So Quick, 
poorer - mix, hag re, nothing wy tel” on ag ba in 


jing to measu 

or purse use anytime you want. anyone know 

of the first ee. ‘of gray hair or that you ony are dying your 
hair and you need a touch-up. 








in 5 natural-looking 
shades: Bark Brown, 
Mediem Grown, Light Srews, 
Asbern. 











Order Ne. C-21 Only $1.98 
Re BP, check or money order. 





YOU PAY POSTAGE and C.0.D. charges when you don’t send money 
with your order. 
SAVE MONEY send the amount shown with your order. 
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ibe TALL, dark-skinned young man took a last, long 

look at Miami, shrugged into his jacket, and swung him- 
self up into the dim box car of the freight train. The car 
was dark and damp, but he didn’t mind—he had ridden in 
box cars before. He slid down onto the floor, his back rest- 
ing against the wall, and took his first deep breath in a 
long time. 

“I’m gettin’ out,” he said to himself, and as the train 
started and picked up speed, he repeated the words to the 
rhythmic clack of the wheels. “I’m gettin’ out... I’m 
gettin’ out...” 

He was only getting out as far as Georgia, but that was 
far enough for the time being. Later he would go to New 
York, with only $1.50 in his pocket, just before winter. He 
would get a job as a dish washer, sleep on roof tops and, 
when it got too cold, in the men’s room of bus stations. He 
would eventually get a small room in Harlem, so tiny that 
“. . . you know that joke about the room being so small 
you had to go outside to turn around, man, that joke origi- 


? 


nated in that room.” Later he would join the army, and 
much later still he would answer an ad in a Harlem news- 
paper asking for actors at the American Negro Theatre. He 
would be turned down, because of his thick West Indian 
accent, but with an almost obsessive persistence he would 
practice speaking, using radio announcers as his models, so 
that when he applied again he would be accepted. 

The tall, dark-skinned young man was Sidney Poitier and 
he was leaving Miami because he couldn’t accept or live with 
Florida segregation. As Sidney says now, “In Nassau [where 
he grew up], there were restrictions, there was segregation. 
But the vast majority being Negro, a child moved within the 
confines of the Negro world which was large enough to en- 
compass him and to keep him partially unaware of the pe- 
ripheral world. But in Miami I just couldn’t adjust to that 
jazz.” He had tried many times before to leave Florida, but 


“ 


somehow “. . . the box car I got in never was going any- 


In “Band of Angels” Sidney Poitier plays part of a rebellious 
plantation major-domo, seen here striking young mulatto girl 
passing for white (played by white actress Yvonne De Carlo). 











































In “Something of Value” Poitier is a restless young native, one 
of the Mau Mau leaders, who balked under the spur of white 
aggression. In the end he rejects his one lifelong white buddy. 










HOLLYWOOD'S 


Young 




























1 Jungle” Poitier takes the 
pe llious high school gang lead- 

his teacher, played by 
In end, he defends teacher. 















where. I always woke up marooned in 
some freight yard.” 

This could almost be a plot from one 
of the motion pictures he has been in— 
practically every one of his pictures has 
dealt with the problems of the angry 
young Negro man—and it is perhaps be- 
cause he himself has known the prob- 
lems that he can so vividly portray the 
characters. From his first dramatic role. 
Days Of Our Youth, at the American 
Negro Theatre, where he played the part 
of Milton Lieberman, an angry and con- 
fused young college student, he has 
played this type of character almost ex- 
clusively. A magazine recently described 
him as being “so discriminated against 
because of his color that he will prob- 
ably never be allowed to play a character 
who is not strong, sensitive and noble.” 

His first motion picture, which more 
or less established him and the type of 
character he would portray, was No Way 
Out. In this he played the part of a 
young intern who, despite insults. had 
to save the brother of a white bigot. In 
Something Of Value, he played a rest- 
less young native who balked under the 
spur of white aggression, and who in the 


end rejected the friendship of his life- 








long white buddy (played by Rock Hud- 
son). In Blackboard Jungle he was the 
rebellious leader of a high school gang 
who released all of his inner tensions by 
outward rebellion. Band Of Angels saw 
him as the rebellious plantation major- 


domo who released his vengeance on 
Yvonne DeCarlo who 


played a young mulatto girl passing for 


white actress 
white in order to gain the favors of 
slave-owner Clark Gable. He played a 
happy-go-lucky dock hand in Edge Of 
The City who in the end fights a duel- 
to-the-death with a white antagonist. 

In The Defiant Ones, which is still 
probably the yardstick by which all 
Negro theme movies must be judged, he 
was the runaway from a chain gang, who 
had found it impossible to reconcile his 
own conscience with his wife’s theory 
that as a Negro he must “be nice,” no 
matter what racial burdens he has to 
bear. Mark Of The Hawk saw him as a 
native leader in the underground who 
has to decide whether to pursue self- 
rule for his people through violent or 
non-violent means. In his latest, All The 
Young Men, he plays a Marine sergeant 
during the Korean war who is suddenly 
put in charge (Continued on Page 74) 
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In “Edge Of The City” Poitier plays a dock hand who fights a duel-to-the-death. The 
film was based on a television production called “A Man Is Ten Feet Tall,” which 
aroused a great deal of controversy, dealt with a man who lived with dignity and courage 


and happened to be Negro. The play brought much protest from Southern audiences. 
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Long- 
Lasting Jar 


only $490 


You can get JACK and JILL Greaseless Hair Dressing at your drug counter, 
or send us *125 and we'll send JACK and JILL to you by return mail 


SUPREME PRODUCTS CO. 


624 S. Michigan Ave. + Chicago 5, Illinois 











IF 
WOMEN 
ONLY 
KNEW 


. how easy it is to protect them- 
selves against one common form 
of cancer! 


Uterine cancer, a major cause 
of death among women, could be 
almost 100 per cent curable if dis- 
covered in time! Today a simple, 
painless examination, the “Pap 
Smear,” makes it possible for 
physicians to detect cancer of the 
uterus many months before any 
danger signals appear. 


The American Cancer Society film, 
“Time and Two Women,” will 
show you how to guard yourself 
against uterine cancer. It has al- 
ready been responsible for 
saving many lives. To see it, 

call our nearest office, or 
write to “Cancer” in care of 

your local post office. 


AMERICAN 
CANCER SOCIETY 
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To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best ms 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC co., 49 W.3 325t. t. Studie 769, New York 1 
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Na DETROIT, MICH., arrested on charges of being found drunk in a downtown 
alley, 57-year-old Will Thompson denied the charge. Said he: “I suffer with low 


blood pressure. When I get down it’s hard to get up.” 





* * + co 


In Mineola, N. Y., Ruben Black, 30, explained to police that he went on a robbery, 
shooting and kidnapping spree in an effort to raise $300 to bail his sister out of jail. 


* * * * 


In St. Louis, Mo., a judge freed exotic dancer Clarise Annjell upon discovering 
that, after she was picked up by police for allegedly giving a lewd performance in 
briefs in a club, a matron took her dancing costume as evidence, left her to spend 
12 hours in the nude in her jail cell. 


* +. * * 


In Anchorage, Alaska, state police diligently set about the task of trying to recover 
stolen property which, according to a complaint filed by burglary victim Alfred F. 
Weingath, included: “One outhouse, value $20: one door to outhouse, value $50.” 


* * * * 


In San Diego, Calif., 105-year-old John Lee credited his mother with both his 
bachelorhood and his long life. said he: “She told me to stay away from weddings 
and funerals. And I always have.” 


* * ae * 


In London, England, facing a fine for peeking at girl’s legs as they climbed the 
stairs of a subway station, Samuel Fletcher soberly intoned: “If I am found guilty, 
every male in this country has got to be very, very careful.” 


* * * * 


In Houston. Texas, an unidentified man walked into a tavern, sipped nothing but 
water for four hours, was finally hauled off for a psychiatric examination. 


* * * x 


In Manchester, Conn., a gun-toting bandit held up a local finance company, 
nervously ordered the clerk to “Hurry up with the money because I’m double- 
parked.” 

* * * * 

In Greensboro, N. C., defendant Walter A. Fuller was called on by a cross- 
examining attorney to demonstrate the art of rolling dice, did so good a job that the 
jury promptly found him guilty of crap-shooting. 


* * * * 


In Chicago, Ill., Edward Thomas was sentenced to 10 months imprisonment for 
assault with a deadly weapon. to wit: attempting to run down a policeman with a 


stolen car. 
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Your family need 


~s 


...thne cod liver oil tonic 





«helps them make a faster recovery from colds 


* builds them up against catching new ones 


Remember, way back when 
most everyone took cod-liver 
oil? Mother was sure it was one 
of the best ways to build you 
up and help prevent colds. How 
right she was! Now, you can get 
these same cod-liver oil bene- 
fits, without the old taste. Take 
new Scott’s Emulsion to winter- 
ize your body against colds. 
New Scott’s Emulsion is rich 
in cod-liver oil, one of the finest 
sources of the natural A and D 


vitamins you need to make a 
faster recovery from the cold 
you have now... and to help 
build you up against catching 
new ones. And Scott’s Emulsion 
is homogenized so its full bene- 
fits start to work right away. 

So if colds seem to drag your 
family down all winter, it’s time 
to start taking Scott’s Emulsion 
daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, 
the cod-liver oil tonic, at your 
drug counter today. 


Re AC! a es 


s Scotts Emulsion 





Now in two forms: 


Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 


Zz ” 
Scott's Emulsion... specially made to winterize your body against colds ! 
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IF 
WOMEN 
ONLY 
KNEW 


how easy it is to protect them- 
selves against one common form 
of cancer! 


Uterine cancer, a major cause 
of death among women, could be 
almost 100 per cent curable if dis- 
covered in time! Today a simple, 
painless examination, the ‘Pap 
Smear,” makes it possible for 
physicians to detect cancer of the 
uterus many months before any 
danger signals appear. 


The American Cancer Society film, 
“Time and Two Women,” will 
show you how to guard yourself 
against uterine cancer. It has al- 
ready been responsible for 
saving many lives. To see it, 


call our nearest office, or 

write to “Cancer” in care of 

your local post office. 
AMERICAN 


CANCER SOCIETY 











To Be Set To Music 


Send one or more of your best ems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 


Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32St. Studie 769, New York 1 
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hg DETROIT, MICH., arrested on charges of being found drunk in a downtown 
alley, 57-year-old Will Thompson denied the charge. Said he: “I suffer with low 


blood pressure. When I get down it’s hard to get up.” 





* * * * 


In Mineola, N. Y., Ruben Black, 30, explained to police that he went on a robbery, 
shooting and kidnapping spree in an effort to raise $300 to bail his sister out of jail. 


* * * * 


In St. Louis, Mo., a judge freed exotic dancer Clarise Annjell upon discovering 
that, after she was picked up by police for allegedly giving a lewd performance in 
briefs in a club, a matron took her dancing costume as evidence, left her to spend 


12 hours in the nude in her jail cell. 
* * * * 
In Anchorage, Alaska, state police diligently set about the task of trying to recover 


stolen property which, according to a complaint filed by burglary victim Alfred F. 
Weingath, included: “One outhouse, value $20: one door to outhouse, value $50.” 


In San Diego, Calif., 105-year-old John Lee credited his mother with both his 
bachelorhood and his long life, said he: “She told me to stay away from weddings 
and funerals. And I always have.” 

* * * * 
In London, England, facing a fine for peeking at girl’s legs as they climbed the 


stairs of a subway station, Samuel Fletcher soberly intoned: “If I am found guilty, 
every male in this country has got to be very, very careful.” 


* * * * 


In Houston. Texas. an unidentified man walked into a tavern, sipped nothing but 
water for four hours, was finally hauled off for a psychiatric examination. 


* * * * 


In Manchester, Conn., a gun-toting bandit held up a local finance company, 
nervously ordered the clerk to “Hurry up with the money because I’m double- 
parked.” 

aa * * * 

In Greensboro, N. C., defendant Walter A. Fuller was called on by a cross- 
examining attorney to demonstrate the art of rolling dice, did so good a job that the 
jury promptly found him guilty of crap-shooting. 


* * tt * 
In Chicago, Ill., Edward Thomas was sentenced to 10 months imprisonment for 
assault with a deadly weapon. to wit: attempting to run down a policeman with a 


stolen car. 
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...the cod liver oil tonic 





«helps them make a faster recovery from colds 


* builds them up against catching new ones 


Remember, way back when 
most everyone took cod-liver 
oil? Mother was sure it was one 
of the best ways to build you 
up and help prevent colds. How 
right she was! Now, you can get 
these same cod-liver oil bene- 
fits, without the old taste. Take 
new Scott’s Emulsion to winter- 
ize your body against colds. 
New Scott’s Emulsion is rich 
in cod-liver oil, one of the finest 
sources of the natural A and D 


L ¢ 
Scott's Emulsion... specially made to winterize your body against colds ! 


vitamins you need to make a 
faster recovery from the cold 
you have now .. . and to help 
build you up against catching 
new ones. And Scott’s Emulsion 
is homogenized so its full bene- 
fits start to work right away. 

So if colds seem to drag your 
family down all winter, it’s time 
to start taking Scott’s Emulsion 
daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, 
the cod-liver oil tonic, at your 
drug counter today. 


Scotts Emulsion 



















Now in two forms: 
Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 
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ECKY SCOTT AND I -had no 
way of knowing as we dressed 
at her house for the regular Saturday 
night hop at the local armory that 
this night would be any different from 
all the others we’d spent at these 
dances. 
We had no way of knowing this 
would be a night of terror such as 
wed never even dreamed of. It was 


just an ordinary Saturday night teen 


dance, six weeks after school started, 
and there would be the usual gang 
there—the usual bunch from junior 
high and the two high schools—the 
couples, the boys together, the girls 
together, and a few who came alone 
but seldom left alone. 

That’s the way it started out. It 
might have ended just like all the 
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others, too, with Becky and me dancing 
with each other and with some of the 
boys and some of the girls and then 
walking the few blocks to her house 
when the dance was over at ten. 

[here was a ten o’clock curfew in our 
town like there is in so many others. 
But aturday night it was all right to 





be on the way home from the teen dance 
if you go straight home and aren’t alone. 
The dance started out just like it usually 
does. There were some new records to 
be considered, a few new faces and a lot 
sual ones. Becky and I danced 
t dance together, then got sodas 
listened to a couple of the new rec- 
ords played through. 

That was when I first noticed Stan 
Adams and Bill Gordon. I didn’t know 
their names but I knew they were new to 
the dances. They were standing to- 
not far from the juke box, drink- 
ing sodas and watching the dancers with 
f appraisal that made me no- 
tice them and wonder who they were. I 
asked Becky. 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. They 
k like any of the kids from 
High. Must be from St. Fran- 


> 


don t i 


Clemer 


That’s the way we were. There was a 
friendly sort of rivalry between the local 
high school and the parochial one. There 
1 certain line between the two sets 


was 

of kids, but it wasn’t an uncrossable one. 
Some of the Clemens kids dated the St. 
Francis ones regularly, and vice versa. 
But when there was something different, 
something that didn’t fit in, if we saw it 
from our side it was probably from St. 
Francis and the other way around. 


So when Becky said the two boys were 
from St. Francis, I agreed. 
we didn’t have enough boys 
to look like beatniks. We had 
our share of long haircuts, fancy comb- 
ing of hair, slouch attitudes, bored 
nts and all that. 

These weren’t familiar in the halls of 
though. I looked at the two 
| wondered some more. They 
ooked older than the rest of the kids, 


probal | 
Not that 


who tr ed 





somehow. Most of the kids who came 
to these hops were sophs, frosh and 
juniors, with not so many of the frosh. 
Seniors, for the most part, went to more 
adult shindigs or went alone to a show 
or something. 

These two looked at least eighteen. 
They had on sport jackets of tweed mix- 


tures over turtle neck T-shirts and un- 
pressed slacks. Their smoke buck shoes 
were the accepted degree of dirty and 
they were both smoking though it was 
frowned on by the chaperones. 

The new record finished and we put 
our empty bottles back in the racks and 
started to dance the next record together. 
We had to go past the two boys to get 
to the floor and one of them put out a 
hand to stop us. 

“Dancing’s more fun if you mix it 
up.” The boy whose hand rested on my 
arm spoke in a low, sort of rough voice. 
“How about it? There’s two of you and 
two of us. How’s about two and two 
making two and two?” 


tras and he mixed them like he was mak- 
ing a rare dish of some kind and you got 
all there was from the dance. 

I was glad I’d said yes when the dance 
ended. Lots of the kids had noticed us 
dancing, and I knew I wasn’t as good as 
Stan had made me look with his leading 
but I wanted to be. I hoped he’d ask 
me again and he did. 

The second dance was fun, too, then 
we joined Becky and the other boy, Bill, 
at the soda cooler. “Do you two go to 
St. Francis?” I asked. 

They looked at each other and Stan 
shrugged. You could see he was the 
leader and Bill the follower. “Do we 
look like we went to either of those book 
factories?” he asked. “Bill and me got 
wise to that education racket and 
dropped out real early last year.” 

“Before you graduated?” We'd had 
it drilled in from every side how im- 
portant it was to stay in school until 
graduation. 

“But natch,” Stan said. “Why waste 
two years of our lives at good old 
Clemens High when there wasn’t any- 
thing more out there they could teach us 
that would be worthwhile?” 

“But what about jobs? Can you get 
jobs without a diploma?” Becky asked. 

“We did, baby,” Bill told her. “Let’s 
try this record out for size.” He put his 
bottle back in the rack and held out his 


If I ever lived through this night 


I knew things would never be the 


same—I had seen and done too much 





MO Ne peer 


+ SA EE Aaicape Oo 


eR a 





sal 
at 

Be 
eat 


dar 


ask 


tho 
and 
hon 
stra 
usui 
taki 
we | 


to h 





No one waited to be introduced for- 
mally at these dances but I hesitated a 
moment. I wasn’t sure about these two. 
Still, the kids were screened pretty care- 
fully by the chaperones and these two 
must be all right or they wouldn’t have 
gotten in. I didn’t care too much for the 
long-haired, bored types but a dance was 
more fun with a boy than a girl. I 
looked at Becky and she was willing, so 
I nodded. 

The boy who danced with me was 
Stan Adams. He told me his name but 
he wasn’t the kind to talk while dancing 
and I was glad. The way he danced it 
took all your concentration to follow 
him. What I mean is, he was good. He 
knew all the regular steps and a few ex- 





hands. They danced away and I finished 
my soda more slowly. I was a little wor- 
ried. If Bill and Stan had dropped out of 
school last year and it was their senior 
year or junior year, then they were a 
lot older than Becky and I were at fif- 
teen. Besides, they weren’t supposed to 
be at this dance. 

The dances were for teen-agers, all 
right, but only those in school. 

I guess Stan saw my worry because 
he put his bottle back and took mine. 
“Don’t fret, Jackie. We didn’t crash the 
gates or anything like that. We just 
came up to the door, said we were 
students at Clemens and they let us in.” 
“But you aren’t students.” 
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“We didn’t say we were now,” he 
grinned. “We said we were . . . if the 
stupid chaperones want to take it the 
wrong way it sure ain’t our fault.” 

He was right there. Besides, he and 
Bill weren’t the only ones who had 
crashed the dances in the two years 
they'd been holding them for us kids, 
and why should I report them when they 
weren't doing anything but dancing? 

I danced twice with Bill but the rest 
of the time I was glad to dance with 
Stan. No step was too hard or tricky 
when he led me and I enjoyed the dance 
more than I ever had. I didn’t think 
about Stan other than that. He was just 
a dancing partner. 

Then when they brought in the usual 
sandwiches, potato chips and doughnuts 
at nine, he and Bill bought some for 
Becky and me, and it was while we were 
eating that they mentioned leaving the 
dance. 

“Anyone pick you two up?” Stan 
asked. “Or do you go home alone?” 

Becky looked at me. We hadn’t 
thought about that. Mom had said over 
and over to watch out about coming 
home. We weren’t to ride with any 
strange kids or go any place else. We 
usually stayed at one house or the other, 
taking turns, and tonight was the night 
we were to stay at Becky’s. It wasn’t far 
to her house. 


When they wanted to leave after the 
lunch though, I held back. I was hav- 
ing fun here and I didn’t see any need 
to end it. “There’s still almost an hour 
of dancing,” I said. 

“But all the records have been 
played,” Stan pointed out. “Why don’t 
we duck out, find another juke box on 
the way, and spend the hour there—with 
some new records?” 

Now how could Becky and I say we 
weren't supposed to stop on the way 
home without sounding like a couple of 
little kids? We were old enough to go to 
these dances and we ought to be old 
enough to think for ourselves and go 
with boys we were sure of, that’s cer- 
tain. There sure wouldn’t be any harm 
stopping on the way to Becky’s for a 
couple more dances. I was sure Stan 
meant the Goody-Goody. They had a 
good juke box there and room for a few 
couples to dance and it was on the way 
to Becky’s house. 

So when the music started again 
Becky and | went for our coats and re- 
paired our lipsticks and met the boys 
outside, the way Stan suggested. It was 
a lot better than going out with them, 
since the door chaperones were good 
friends of Mom and Dad’s and they 
would wonder about Becky and me leav- 
ing with the boys, and leaving early. 

Stan’s car wasn’t a new model but he 








Usually the folk waited up for us, at 
either house. Tonight though Becky’s 
parents had gone out and there was a 
sitter with her little brother. The sitter 
didn’t have any instructions about us. 
She was just a year older than we were, 
anyhow. 

“We walk home,” I told Stan. “It isn’t 
far.” 

“So we can take you,” he said. “One 
block . . . a mile, what’s the diff? No 
need to walk when we got transporta- 
tion.” 

I wasn’t too sure. Still, what harm 
could come from a few short blocks? 
Stan and Bill had been a lot of fun and 
they deserved something for the lunch, 
if only a ride home with us. 


said it was souped up to do whatever 
he told it to. He drove out Broadway, 
gunning it hard at stops to show us, but 
when he wanted to go on out the high- 
way I said no. 

“The time will rush by and we'll have 
to get home. Let’s find that juke box.” 
I liked dancing with Stan but somehow 
I didn’t feel so good with him in the car. 
He was older, different, and I sort of 
felt we shouldn’t have come. You know 
how you get that feeling you’ve made a 
mistake ? 

“You’re the boss.” He shrugged and 
turned the car around right in the mid- 
dle of the street. I looked up and down 
the street, worried about cops, but there 
wasn’t a car in sight. 


Stan pushed the gas hard and the 
needle shot way up, then he slammed on 
the brakes hard at the next stop and we 
had to brace ourselves but good. Becky 
laughed with Bill as they rocked forward 
in the back seat. I just closed my eyes 
and held on tight, sure 1 was going 
through the windshield. 

“Don’t be such a worrier, Jackie,” 
Stan laughed, patting my knee. “I 
wouldn’t let you get hurt, you know. 
Matter of fact, I like you. You're the 
right type.” 

Maybe I was but I was uneasy about 
being with the two boys and I'd have 
been happier back at the armory. Then 
Stan stopped at the Goody-Goody and 
we were soon dancing again to the rec- 
ords he’d punched with his quarter. 
There wasn’t much room to dance there, 
and Stan left out the tricky spins and 
twirls and held me closer. He was even 
better dancing that way. I felt as if I 
was the music and | could have kept 
dancing all night. 

Then the boys ordered sodas and we 
sat in one of the darkened booths and 
they added something to theirs. They 
didn’t insist when Becky and I said no 
and that was a relief. 1 was ready to go _ 
home. 

“Who punches the time clock for you 
two?” Bill asked. 

Becky and I frowned at him and Stan 
laughed. “He means who checks up to 
see what time you get in?” 

“The sitter will tonight, I guess.” 
Becky giggled. I’d never seen Becky act 
so silly and I wondered if Bill had given 
her a drink out of his bottle, but I 
squelched that thought. Becky wouldn’t. 

“Can she be bribed or something?” 
Bill asked. “Seems a shame to waste a 
whole night just so you can get home at 
ten. The fun just begins then.” 

“We could go home so she’d see us, 
go up to my room and then in a few 
minutes slip down the back stairs and 
out the kitchen door,” Becky said. 
“She’d never know because she'll be 
wrapped up in TV. If my door is shut 
no one will open it to check on us.” 

Stan lifted his glass in a mock toast. 
“Becky, you are a girl after my own 
heart,” he told her. “We'll let you out 
at the corner, cruise around the block, 
and pick you up at the same place. 
Okay?” 

Becky giggled again. “Sure,” she said. 

Stan looked at me. I tried to pin 
Becky down (Continued on Page 48) 
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DISASTER 








| ei rTAKEN THE WRONG ROAD, I was sure of it now, and we’d be at 

til midnight getting to the cottage. Ronnie, our six-year-old son, lay 
peacefully in the back seat, our suitcases-piled around him. My hus- 
band, David, sat beside me, his head rolling slightly on the back of the seat. 


Even in sleep he looked angry and bitter. 
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| sighed. I was tired from driving and my back ached. David knew this part 
of the state far better than I. Asa boy, his parents had taken him vacationing here. 
He could, | thought, have at least told me which was the right road—saved me these 
awful extra hours of driving. But when I’d nudged him awake, he’d just looked at me, 
his eyes cold and nasty. 


“You're supposed to know everything, Mary,” he’d said, a trace of irony in his voice. 
“You figure it out.” 
Tears of fatigue and bitterness stung my eyes. It had been just plain mean of David! It was 
as if he blamed me for his being crippled. He hated the whole world it seemed, and most of 
all, he hated me. Sometimes, I wasn’t sure if maybe he didn’t hate our son, too. 
it was after twelve when I finally pulled up the dirt road that led to the cottage we’d rented for 
the summer. | sat there in the car for a few minutes, looking at it in the half-darkness. In the moonlight, 
| terrible. Shabby and awfully run down. But the rent was cheap, and with what I made with my legal 
ind David’s army pension, we could have a pleasant summer. As pleasant as was possible with David. 
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typing 
| | looked at him. , His dark, heavy eyebrows almost met each other across his nose, and his mouth looked tight 
‘ and angry. | decided against waking him. He’d only complain about the looks of the place. Maybe, if I could go 
" inside put a kettle on for tea and get the beds made up, maybe David wouldn’t be cross about it. He hadn’t wanted 
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The terrible smell of sickness dnd death was all I had known all my se 
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| to each other, I couldn’t love him after what happened. I just couldn't 








Tragedy came to haunt 
me, even at the beach. 
But love came there, too 









































to come here anyway. I'd tried to tell 
him how wonderful it would be for little 
Ronnie—that the boy could swim and 
maybe even learn to water-ski, but David 
had said that Ron could have just as 
good a time staying home and playing 
with his friends. 

“I want him to learn to do those 


things!” I’d said explosively. “I want 
him to be good at sports! Please don’t 
try to hold him back, David!” 

I knew, as soon as I said that, that I 
shouldn’t have. It sounded as if I meant 


that because David was crippled he 
wanted our boy to lead the same kind of 
quiet life that he, David, had to. I 
hadn’t meant that at all. Or at least, I 
hadn’t meant to say it. 

Actually, it did seem to me that David 
objected to Ron’s learning to do things 
that would make him a real boy. Things 
that would make a man of him—like 
swimming and skiing and boxing and 
things like that. Our son was big for 
his age, perfect in every way. Why 
shouldn’t he learn how to do the things 
that a real man could do? What was 


ach. I wanted life—I wanted a life of 
brightness and health and joy. I didn’t 
want to be tied down with sickness. | 
didn’t want to have Death constantly 
sitting in the room with me. 

Dad’s death was a kind of release to 
me, as well as to him. He'd been in 
agony, there at the last. For the first 
time in my life, I felt free to breathe 
clean, spring air without feeling bad 
because my Dad was sick and in pain 
and couldn’t enjoy it too. I opened all 
the windows of that ugly, smelly old 
house and cleaned it from top to bottom. 
I threw out all Dad’s medicines and 
pills. And then, I sold the house. 

I was eighteen then. I’d quit high 
school two years before, so that I could 
take better care of my father. And now, 
I found that there wasn’t anything I was 
qualified to do—except perhaps practical 
nursing. And I certainly didn’t want to 
do that. 

Finally, I got a job in Beverton, fifty 
miles away from the town I’d been born 
in. I worked in the PX at the big Army 
camp there. My job was behind the 


David didn’t understand how it was with 

me when it came to our son. I wanted Ronnie 
to be big and strong and good at athletics; 
all the things his father wasn’t 


wrong with my wanting him to use his 
body with ease and assurance? 

Our little boy was my first real ex- 
perience with a whole, healthy, human 
being. My father had been ill for years, 
crippled hopelessly with a spinal dis- 
order, and confined to a wheel chair. 
I’d taken care of him, practically by my- 
self, from the time my mother died. I 
was ten then. Mom was sickly, too, and 
the home I was reared in was dark and 


smelled of medicine and dust. The death- 


smell, I used to think of it. 

There was no time for me to date or 
have fun. I had to hurry home from 
school to fix supper for Dad, or give him 


his shot, or help him in or out of bed. 
One of my teachers at school one time 
suggested that I become a nurse because 
I was so used to serving a sick person. 

The very thought of spending my life 
with the sick and dying turned my stom- 
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steam table, dishing up vegetables for 
the soldiers. It was hard, foot-swelling 
work, and during the summer months, 
the heat from the steamy food was al- 
most unbearable. 

But in a way, I liked it. I had a decent 
little room, and I’d bought myself a 
second-hand car with the little bit of 
Dad’s insurance money that had been 
left after his funeral expenses. I had a 
job and a place to stay and the other 
girls I worked with were mostly young 
and pretty and gay. The long, back- 
breaking hours, the swollen feet and the 
hot steam—I could stand those things 
easily because I was existing in a world 
of young people, soldiers and girls and 
laughter and teasing. 

It wasn’t long before I was dating. 
I moved into an apartment with two 
other girls I’d met on the base, and we 
really had a ball. If I hadn’t been used 


to strenuous work and little sleep from 
taking care of Dad, I probably would 
have gotten sick. I’d stay out until two 
on a date, then report to work at seven. 
I didn’t do anything wrong, but I had a 
wonderful time, just tasting life, feeling 
what it was like to be young and pretty. 

I'd been working there six months 
when I met David. He asked me for a 
date two or three times before I finally 
consented to go out with him. There 
was something about him that was dif- 
ferent from the boys I usually dated. He 
was kind of quiet; not exactly shy, but 
he wasn’t bubbling over like most of the 
boys were. He didn’t tell loud, crude 
jokes and he didn’t flirt and tease. He 
was terribly serious, and I think that 
scared me. I didn’t want anything to do 
with seriousness. I wanted fun and 
laughter. 

But there was something about David 
that attracted me. Maybe it was because 
he was different from the other young 
soldiers. He seemed to know exactly 
what he was doing and where he wanted 
to go. One of the other soldiers told me 
that Dave was studying law, taking his 
elementary courses by correspondence. 

Finally, I did accept a date with him. 
At the time, I didn’t quite know why. 
Maybe | was getting a little weary, after 
all. I began to think that it would be 
nice to settle down and get married and 
have children. I could cook and make 
a home a bright and wonderful place 
for my family. And David seemed so— 
sort of steady, that when he asked me to 
marry him, I said yes. 

I'd only known him about two months 
then. We actually weren’t even going 
steady because I was still a little afraid 
of David. Not of him, really, but of his 
seriousness, his scorn for his friends who 
drank too much, spent their pay on fool- 
ishness, and wasted their free time. 

And yet, I accepted his proposal. 
When I was in his arms, the wonderful 
warmth | felt made me forget about my 
fears. I loved being kissed by David, 
and I knew that he was probably as in- 
tense about his love-making as he was 
about everything else. 

We were married that spring, at the 
little chapel on base. Then, David got 
a transfer, and I went to Kansas with 
him. I was happy. David was kind to 
me, and he was big and sure of himself 
and of our future. He only had another 
four months to serve, then he planned 
to go to college and work part time and 
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get his law degree. I’d have to work too, 
of course, but I didn’t mind that. I was 
used to work, used to drudgery. And 
now, I’d be working for our future. 
Some day David and I would have a 
lovely home of our own, and a secure 
future, and healthy, well-fed children. 

We never quarreled, never disagreed 
those first few months of our marriage. 
We had rented a tiny apartment in Kan- 
sas, and David marveled at the way I 
managed to cook good meals on that 
beat-up old stove and keep the place 
shining clean. Actually, it was easy. I 
had a tall, strong, handsome husband to 
talk to and touch and kiss and love. Be- 
fore, I’d done those things for a dying, 
complaining old man. 


ND THEN, in early August, four 
months after we'd been married, 
David was stricken with polio. They put 
him in the base hospital at first, and then 
transferred him to a big Army hospital. 
I sat outside the room in which he lay 
in an iron lung, my mind burning with 
fear. David—my big, quiet, gentle hus- 
band. How could I bear it if he died? 
But he didn’t die. The Army doctor 
who talked to me was very kind, but 
very precise. “Your husband’s case isn’t 
without hope,” he told me. “But for the 
present, his legs are paralyzed. He'll 
never be able to walk without aid, but 
he may get out of his wheel chair.” He 
put a steady hand on my shoulder. “I 
understand that you took care of your 
father for years,” he said. “Perhaps | 
might pity another girl your age when 
I tell you this. But you’re used to caring 
for a sick person. It shouldn’t be so 
hard for you.” 

I looked at him, my eyes misting with 
bitter tears. Yes, I thought. Oh yes— 
itll be easy for me! It'll be just like it 
was with Dad! 

David had to stay in that iron lung 
for forty-three days, after he was re- 
leased from the hospital. It was the 
same as it had been for me before. The 
medicines, the spoon feeding, the angry, 
sullen eyes of the sick staring feverishly 
into mine, the smell of decay in the 
house. 

And then, David got well enough to 
leave the iron lung. He spent his days 
in a wheel chair and his nights moan- 
ing in his sleep in the single bed he slept 
in. In November of that year, his pen- 
sion started, and we moved back to Pem- 
berton, my home town. I knew quite a 










































few lawyers there, and a friend of mine 
had promised to help me get legal typing 
to do if I’d just take a typing course at 
the high school. 

My life seemed to me to have lasted 
only briefly. Now, I was back taking 
care of a sick, bitter, complaining man. 
David had aged years with his illness. 
The little house we rented was only 
three blocks from the house where I’d 
grown up, and where my father and 
mother had died. Some times, when I 
went into David’s room to be sure he 
was covered, I’d look at his suffering 
face in the half-darkness and it seemed 
to me that it was my father’s pain- 
wracked, aging face that I looked down 
upon. 

There were times when I was filled 
with pity for David, and something close 
to love, just as I’d felt for my Dad. One 


night, as I dished up supper for him, 
Dave suddenly reached out and took my 
hand. His own hand felt thin and cold, 
and in spite of myself, I recoiled a little. 

“Mary,” he said, his eyes very dark 
and intense. “I saw the doctor today. 
He stopped by while you were at the 
grocery.” 

I smiled at him and tried to make my 
voice cheerful. “Aren’t we lucky to have 
a doctor that takes such an interest in 
you? His wife called me yesterday and 
gave me a wonderful new recipe for 
meat-pie. The kind you like. I thought 
I’d fix it for you tomorrow.” 

His hand tightened on mine. “He 
told me I could—he said it was all right 
for us to make love now. He said I’m 
plenty strong enough.” 

It was as if my hand were frozen, 
there in my (Continued on Page 61) 



















































E WHITE WOMEN aren’t satisfied, grabbing off our men! 
y come up here and try to take over our park, too!” 
x around to see who had spoken and found myself staring into 
f eyes filled with so much hatred I shrank back against the 
1 which | was sitting. It was the first time I'd ever encountered 
such naked hostility in that part of town and I didn’t know whether to 
ignore it or get up and walk away. 

membered having seen the same two women once or twice before 
while waiting for Larry to pick me up. The short, stout woman was the 
one who had spoken out. Her companion, a kindly faced, older woman, 





whispered something to her. 
| don’t care if she did hear me!” retorted the angry one. 

ed at my watch. It was time Larry should have been there but 
there was no sign of his car. | smiled hesitantly and moved toward the 
of the bench. The elderly woman returned my smile. “I’m going to 
t down and take a load off my feet,” she said to her friend. 
She walked over and sat beside me. Her friend stuck her nose in the 
air and walked away. “Some people don’t care what kind of trash they 
associate with!” she flung over her shoulder as she went. 

| felt my cheeks grow red. I sat, all hunched up inside, staring at the 
tips of my shoes and wishing my auburn hair and fair skin were not 
quite onspicuous. The minutes ticked by and I felt more and more 
uncomfortable. The woman next to me began to hum softly to herself 
and | suddenly realized there was no reason for me to let myself become 


| 
DON'T HATE ME—PITY ME 
| People will talk about me, I know that. Pve 
| 


already felt the pain from the gossips’ 


knife-like words. But please try to understand 





rt man next to me came to my rescue. Silently, she held out a 
book of matches. My hand shook so, I wasted two of them before light- 
ing the cigarette. “Thank you,” I said, holding the book out to her. 


so upset. | took out a cigarette, then discovered I had no matches. 
s 


Keep them, honey,” she said. “I just carry them cause people who 

| smok ver seem to have matches when they need them.” 

| -d my gratitude. Her simple gesture of friendliness had all but 
wiped away the sting of the other woman’s remark. As I smoked in 
silence, | wanted somehow to tell her how it was with me, to say, “Your 


friend is wrong about me—oh, so wrong!” 


e of you,” I wanted to say. “Maybe I was a long time realizing 
it, but I know it now. I didn’t turn to a Negro man for kicks, and | 
certainly haven’t taken him from any other woman. And I feel more 
at home here in this park than I would in a park downtown, where there 
are lark faces...” 

B urse | said nothing. Instead, I contented myself with study- 
ing faces of the men, women and children strolling by. Funny, | 





i reflected, how most white people lump all Negroes together under the 
label ick race.” I was like that, too—until Larry opened my eyes. F 
Now | could see and appreciate the fine shadings of brown and tan and 


| beige. | knew now that behind each dark face was a separate and dis- 
onality, that Negroes do not “all look alike.” 












“I'd better go now,” 


Larry said. “I hope 


you don’t get hurt” 


























This was only one of the things Larry 
had taught me. It seemed hardly pos- 
s the same girl who had been 
such a snob about going to a party up in 
Harlem almost two years before .. . 

“Larry’s got the best collection of jazz 
records in town, Sheila,” Bart said with 
his boyish enthusiasm. “I thought we'd 
do something different for a change.” 

\ vision of dark, menacing shapes 
flashed through my mind, and I recalled 
the vague uneasiness I’d experienced 
ip through Harlem on a sight- 
years before. I said, “Larry 

he’s that—” 

“That commercial artist friend of 
mine,” Bart cut in, then added evenly, 
“He happens to be a Negro.” 

“That’s what I was about to say. He’s 


sible I wa 


during it 


seeing bus 


a—he olored.” 

Bart’s eyes bored into mine. “So?” 

[ hesitated, then lowered my gaze. 
“It’s so comfortable here, darling,” I 
said. “I don’t feel like going out.” I 
ack and held out my arms. “Do 
this is the first time we’ve 
been alone together for over a week?” 

But Bart ignored my overture. He 


leaned | 


you realize 


picked up my new fall hat and plopped 
it down on my head at a crazy angle. 
“Come on,” he commanded. “I promised 
Larry we'd bring along beer and corned 





beef sandwiches to eat.” 

I knew better than to argue with Bart, 
and not only because I loved him so 
desperately. He was different from any 
of the men | knew back home in Dela- 
ware. With his dark hair and swarthy 
complexion, he looked like an Italian. 
True enough, his good looks excited me, 
but it was his forceful, overpowering 
personality that really fascinated me. 
He had bluntly said things to me no man 
ever dared before—and | liked it. 

Bart’s carefree spirit and artistic tem- 
perament were other facets of his attrac- 
tiveness. Coming, as I did, from a family 


at the agency put up an argument about 
something he wanted to do. In the end, 
Bart always got his way because he was 
good and because they knew he’d do 
exactly as he said. 

It was Bart’s outspoken defense of his 
principles that first brought us together. 
Bart had turned over the art work on a 
new account to a friend of his. Larry 
Keyes. I was working in the steno- 
graphic pool and I happened to be in the 
office of the account executive in charge 
of that particular advertising campaign. 

I overheard him tell someone over the 
phone that although the art work was 


When Bart ran out on me, there was no one 
to turn to but the last man on earth I 


wanted to depend on—no one but Larry 


of hard-headed businessmen, it was a 
shock to discover someone who didn’t 
worship the dollar. Not that Bart was a 
poor, starving artist. He wasn’t. He was 
head of the art department of the adver- 
tising agency I worked for and earned a 


very good salary. 
But he was always threatening to quit 
his job and walk out whenever someone 


vee J . 
an ry 
a 


| don’t know what 
I expected, but 
everything 

that happened that 
night turned out 


to be a surprise 


terrific it couldn’t be used because of the 
artist. 

“It’s that Keyes fellow. Yes, he’s a 
damn good boy, but the Old Man would 
bust a gut if we hired him for this job, 
and God knows what the client would 
say if he ever found out. The trouble is, 
Bart insists that we use Keyes . . . yes, 
yes, I agree. This is one time Bart won’t 
get his way!” 

I was new at the agency and maybe I 
hadn’t yet developed the proper sense of 
discreetness, or maybe I was intrigued 
by a man who seemed to be fighting the 
entire organization because of loyalty 
to a friend. At any rate, I barged into 
Bart’s office and told him what I'd heard. 

“So that’s their game, is it?” he said 
grimly. Then he cursed and tossed the 
pencil in his hand across the room. Sud- 
denly he smiled, bent down and kissed 
me lightly. “Thanks, doll,” he said. 

Bart pulled out a brief case and pro- 
ceeded to empty the drawers of his desk. 
Then he drained the remains of a 
whiskey bottle he’d found in a corner 
into two paper cups. “A farewell toast, 
darling,” he smiled, handing me a cup. 
He downed his drink in one gulp. “Now 
I’m going in and tell those prejudiced 
so and so’s what they can do with this 
job!” he said and slammed out of the 
office. 

A short time later, when I told some 
of the girls what had happened they were 
shocked. “It’s too bad,” sniffed one, 
“but we don’t need that kind of person 


around here.” 
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Puzzled, I asked what she meant. She 
made a face. “This Keyes fellow Bart 
is so in love with happens to be a—well, 
he’s black!” 

For a moment, I didn’t get what she 
meant. There were very few Negroes in 
the town where I lived, and the only 
ones I remembered were servants—dark, 
featureless persons who unobtrusively 
moved in and out of our lives. They 
were people without last names—at least, 
no one ever bothered to learn them. 

The idea that one of them could be 
a talented artist was hard to accept; and 
the fact that Bart Winters was about to 
quit his job because of such a person 
seemed fantastic. Yet, that was Bart’s 
intention when he stormed out of his of- 
fice and I couldn’t help admiring the 
man, even if I did think he was acting 
kookie. 

The office buzzed with rumors that 
morning, not one of them with a shred 
of fact. For in the end, Bart won. De- 
spite the prejudice and the fears, Larry 
was given the commission to complete 
his sketches. 

It was when I went in to congratulate 
Bart that we got to talking, found we 
liked each other, and started going out. 
I guess I was in love with him all along 
and even if he hadn’t been such an ex- 
perienced ladies’ man he would have had 
no trouble in getting me to go overboard 
completely. Bart was gay, witty and 
charming. He was a bachelor who lived 
comfortably and knew how to make 
women relax to the point where he could 
do almost anything he wished. 

So it was not long after we started go- 
ing steady that I became Bart’s—in 
every way. He was the first man I’d 
ever loved and I was too naive and too 
infatuated to hold back. 

But in the six months we’d known 
each other, I'd never met Larry. I 
hadn’t even glimpsed him at the office 
the few times he’d come in. Now, I was 
about to meet him, and I was by no 
means happy about the prospect . . . 


RODE ALONG beside Bart in silence, 

hoping he would see how unhappy I 
was and change his mind. I should have 
known better. “What’s the matter, 
Sheila? Afraid something terrible is go- 
ing to happen to you?” Bart asked after 
a while. 

I shook my head. “It’s just that—” 

“You’re anti-Negro,” he said flatly. 
“Why don’t you go ahead and admit it?” 


“All right, I am!” I snapped. 

He chuckled softly. “And how many 
Negroes do you know? Have you ever 
talked to one, Sheila? Not to a servant, 
but to a man or woman sitting across 
the table from you?” 

I bit my lip. Bart went on talking and 
I found myself listening, in spite of my- 
self. “Oh, it’s quite an experience, 
Sheila,” he said, “to sit and listen to a 
real artist talk or watch him work and 
know in your heart he’s got more talent 
in his little finger than you’ve got in 
your whole body, to realize that if his 
face was a different color he’d walk into 
your job and nobody would ever miss 
you—that’s how I feel about Larry 
Keyes.” 

He suddenly swerved the car over to 
the curb and stopped. “I’m going up to 
visit my friend,” he said calmly. “If you 
don’t want to come along, I’ll hail a cab 
for you and you can go home.” 

Tears welled up in my eyes and my 
throat tightened, but I didn’t get out. 
“I want to go where you go, Bart,” I 
said in a small voice. And a short time 
later we were in Larry’s apartment. 

I don’t know what I expected, but 
everything that happened that night 
turned out to be a pleasant surprise. In 
the first place, Larry was not “black” as 
that secretary had said. I remember his 
face in the light of the hallway when he 
opened the door for us. It was a smooth 
brown color that reminded me of au- 
tumn leaves in the sunshine. 

“Hey, my man!” Larry said, grab- 
bing Bart’s hand. 

Bart introduced us and after a mo- 
ment’s hesitation I decided a nod of my 
head was sufficient. Larry must have 
noticed my reluctance to touch him for 
he didn’t hold out his hand, merely 
swung the door open and invited us in. 

Inside, another surprise awaited me. 
There was a girl there, well dressed and 
very beautiful. She had long black wavy 
hair and although her features were ra- 
ther exotic, her skin was almost as fair 
as mine! She was so lovely I was too 
busy admiring her and trying to figure 
out exactly what she was to become up- 
set over Bart’s attentions to her. 

Finally, I tore my eyes away from the 
girl, whose name was Jean, and exam- 
ined with interest the apartment in 
which I found myself. The place turned 
out to be a pleasant surprise after 
imagining that Bart was taking me to 
some kind of dive. I saw Larry watch- 


ing me with a faint smile on his lips. 
“You—you certainly have a lovely 
apartment,” I said, trying to hide my 
embarrassment. 

“Thank you,” Larry said. “We aren’t 
exactly cave dwellers up here.” 

“Oh, I didn’t mean it that way,” I said 
quickly. 

“I know what you meant,” he said. 
“The fact is some places in this part of 
town are nice and some are not so nice. 
The same goes for the people.” 

I got an education that night. Gently, 
without anger or bitterness, Larry set 
me straight about a lot of things. Not 
that I was a willing student; I was still 
angry with Bart. But many of the things 
Larry said sank in. 

By the time we finally got around to 
listening to some of Larry’s records and 
started in on the beer and sandwiches, I 
had lost much of my hostility. But I 
can’t honestly say I had changed. 

I couldn’t understand why Bart made 
such a fuss over Larry, for more than 
Larry’s color and the prejudices I had 
been taught, I resented Larry because 
he seemed to have Bart’s respect and 
admiration. I wanted Bart all to myself, 
but I had a premonition Bart and Larry 
were closer than Bart and I could ever 
be. Larry was Bart’s friend; I was only 
his mistress. 

But Bart treated me as if we were mar- 
ried—practically ignored me all evening. 
When we finally left he offered to drive 
Jean home, and seemed very disap- 
pointed when she declined. I could no 
longer hold back. F told him he had 
neglected me shamefully. Bart gave me 
a funny look. “I’m sorry, Sheila,” he 
said. “I guess you didn’t have such a 
nice time, at that. But don’t worry. You 
won't have to suffer through another 
night like this—I promise.” 

The way he said that made me a little 
uneasy; it sounded so final. But I was 
still too wrapped up in my own built-in 
prejudices to foresee what would hap- 
pen. When we said good night Bart 
seemed preoccupied, but I confidently 
expected that the next time I saw him 
he’d be his usual smiling, carefree self. 


S IT TURNED OUT, I didn’t see 
Bart again—at all. On Monday, for 

the first time in weeks, he failed to stop 
in to see if we could have lunch together. 
When another day passed and I missed 
seeing him at the office I began to get a 
little worried. (Continued on Page 71) 
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[had been mar#?d and everybody in town knew it. 






ing in the world would ever make me 





n, so why should I even bother trying? 

















[ ran blindly down a flight of stairs. I 
was breathing hard, fighting for self- 
control. I’d been warned of this, warned 
it would be a long, up-hill fight back to 
respectability. 

“Well, look who’s here!” 

| froze at the words, and the tone. It 
was Jeff Lassiter standing at the bottom 


I’d never liked him, but 


of the stairs. 


now he looked like a fiend to me, with 
that sneering smile on his face. Good 
heavens, in the year that I’d been out of 
school I’d forgotten that the boy’s lock- 
er room was down here. I turned around 
and clambered up the stairs, but Jeff's 


mocking voice came after me. 

‘What's the hurry, honey? I was go- 
ing to look you up and ask you for a 
date!” The snickering laughter of his 
friends blended with the words. 

| don’t know how I got through the 
day, but somehow I did. Maybe the 
kindness of the teachers helped more 
than I knew. Oh, how glad I was to 
reach the street at last, even though I 


walked alone, like an outcast, while 
everyone else went in groups. 

Mom met me at the door. It was all 
I could do not to throw myself into her 
arms and cry my heart out. 


“How did it go, dear?” she asked 


gently 


She’d suffered enough for my mistake. 
It wouldn’t be fair to make her share 
this new agony. “Okay,” I said as light- 
ly as I could. “It'll take me a little time 
to get into the swing of things again, 


but—it’ll work out all right.” 
[ saw the relief in her eyes. Then I 


we were married.” Even if they had 
known how Larry started coming in the 
house with me after school | doubt if 
they would have worried. They seemed 
to think that we were still little kids. 
But they didn’t know, because Larry’s 
mother had her hands full with a half- 
dozen younger children, and my mother 
worked. 

At first when Larry came in with me, 
after we'd walked home from school 
together, we didn’t do anything but have 
something to eat, and listen to records, 
and talk. Then we began to dance to- 
gether. And that’s when we discovered 
how exciting it was to be close together 
—so close we could feel the heartbeat in 
each other’s bodies. Sometimes we for- 
got to dance at all. We just stood there, 
swaying to the music, looking into each 
other’s eyes. 

Soon every afternoon was a petting 
session. I guess I should have known 
how dangerous this was. Maybe I did 
know. But my love for Larry seemed 
like the only important thing in the 
world. It seemed that I couldn’t stand 
the loneliness in the house when he 
didn’t come in with me now. 

I hardly realized what was happening 
the day we finally went the limit . . . it 
had all been so gradual, I’d gotten so 
used to Larry’s lips and arms. But when 
it was over I was sick with shock. This 
was the thing that nice girls didn’t do— 

“Don’t you ever come in here again,” 
I sobbed. 

“Gee, Della, I’m sorry,” Larry said. 
“I didn’t mean for it to happen either.” 


Everybody thought that Larry and I 
were just kids, but what happened 


proved we weren't children anymore 





went to my room. I couldn’t hold out 
any longer. My eyes were ready to burst 
with the tears I’d been holding back all 
day. | cried silently, my face pressed in- 
to my pillow. And in my heart I cried 
out desperately, “Why? Why should I 
be punished any more? Haven’t I suf- 
fered enough?” 

It seemed like a lifetime ago that I’d 
been a happy, carefree girl. Yet it was 
just a little over a year... 

Newton lived down the street 
from me. We'd grown up together. Our 
folk used to joke about us “acting like 
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We stayed away from each other after 
that. If we ran into each other, by ac- 
cident, we were both embarrassed. | got 
in the habit of going home with one of 
my girl friends, or having them come 
home with me. | still hated going home 
to an empty house after school. 

It was three months later that I found 
out I was pregnant. [| didn’t find it out 
myself. I had a cold and Mom was rub- 
bing my chest, after I'd gone to bed. | 
saw a strange look come into her eyes, as 
if she’d seen something horrible. Then 
she pulled the covers down further and 


\ 


she began to whimper like some poor 
animal that was being hurt. 

“Della, oh, Della,” she kept saying. 

““What’s the matter, Mama?” I asked. 
I knew there’d been changes taking place 
in my body lately, but I’d thought it was 
just part of growing up. After all, I was 
fifteen— 

“Oh, my poor baby—you’re preg- 
nant,” Mom finally told me. 

I couldn’t believe it. It just didn’t 
seem possible that I was going to have a 
baby, even after Daddy had come to my 
room and Id told him and Mama all that 
had happened between Larry and me. 
Of course I knew that was the thing that 
caused babies. But it had only happened 
once, and I’d been so sorry afterwards. 

My whole life seemed to come apart 
after that. My parents had always been 
nice to each other. I’d always thought I 
was lucky to have such a happy home. 
Now they quarreled bitterly. Daddy told 
Mama I’d never have gotten in trouble 
if she hadn’t insisted on working. 

“You know why I worked! It was the 
only way we could have any nice 
things!” she answered. 

They talked with Larry’s folk, and 
the Newtons, who'd been our friends for 
years, became deadly enemies. They 
blamed the whole thing on me. It was 
up to a girl not to let things like that 
happen, they said. 

“Are you going to leave the neighbor- 
hood? If you aren’t, we will!” Mrs. 
Newton said. 

“We haven’t decided yet what we're 
going to do,” poor Daddy said, looking 
dazed the way he had lately. “You can 
be sure of one thing, though, we’re not 
going to ask Larry to marry our girl—” 

“T should think not!” Mrs. Newton 
snapped. “A fifteen-year-old boy—” 

A few days later a moving truck 
pulled up in front of the Newton house, 
and the next day there was a “For Rent” 
sign in the window. 

The Newtons had always rented, | 
guess because with their large family 
they’d never been able to save for a 
down-payment on a home. But we were 
buying our little house, and that was 
one of the reasons my folk decided we 
couldn’t move. There were other rea- 
sons, too. Daddy had a civil service job, 
with the street department. If we left 
town he’d lose all the years that he’d 
been working toward a pension. And it 
was no use to move at all unless we left 
town. Our town was small enough so 
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that any gossip spread from one end to 


the other. 

Mom and Daddy sat on each side of 
me one night, on our shabby old sofa, 
and Mom took my hand. “We’re all go- 
ing to have to be brave, dear,” she said, 
“because there’s no way we can run 
away from this thing. We’d send you 
away to board some place, if we could. 
But we just can’t afford to. We'll need 
every cent we can get together to see you 
through, when your time comes. Then 
we'll send you to the city, to one of 
those homes for unwed mothers. You— 
you'll have to give up your baby. If you 
don’t your whole life will be ruined.” 

“All right, Mom,” I said. 

The baby didn’t seem important to me 
at all. I felt more like a child, myself, 
than I had in years. I was glad to do 
anything my parents said. They were 
being so good to me. Some parents 
would probably beat a kid for getting 
into such a mess. 

I had to drop out of school right 
away. Mom explained to the authorities, 
and they arranged for me to do my work 
at home. Twice a week a teacher came 
in and helped me. Mom quit work. Sh 
was more of a companion to me than 
she’d ever been, and I could have been 
so happy if it weren’t for that baby 
growing inside of me. it made me shud- 
der, sometimes, to think of it. 

Then one day at the store I saw a 
baby in its carriage, all sweet and so 
helpless-looking, and my heart just 
seemed to turn over. I rushed home and 
burst into tears. 

When Mom found out what was wrong 
she soothed me the best she could. “I 
knew this would happen sooner or later,” 
she said, “but, honey, you’ve got to think 
of the future. You'll have other babies. 
But this baby—you’ve got to think that 
it already belongs to somebody else. A 
nice couple, who can’t have children of 
their own are already making plans for 
it. You made a bad mistake, and giving 
up your baby is the price you must pay 
for it.” 


PAID, all right, in shame and bitter 

tears. There was -hardly a night that 
I didn’t cry myself to sleep. Sometimes 
I cried because of the baby that I was 
bringing into the world, which I’d never 
get to hold and love. Other times I cried 
over the snubs of neighbors and friends. 
A few older people were still nice to my 
folks and me. But all my girl friends 


first awful day when I 
went back to school 


stayed away from me as if I had the 
plague. 

The worst I suffered was when Mom 
took me to the city and left me at the 
home. “Ill be back, dear, when your 
time comes,” she said. But I thought I’d 
never stop crying that night. 

My baby was a girl. That’s all I 
knew. I heard the doctor say, “It’s a 
girl.” Then the shot they’d given me put 
me to sleep. When I woke up Mom was 
beside me. I didn’t even ask her about 
the baby. I knew it would only make 
her cry harder. 

She took me home, and all during the 
summer I stayed close to the house. 
Somehow I got used to the idea that I'd 
had a baby and that it was gone from 
me. My body felt good again. My face 


*) Even my best friend didn’t' 
: want to speak to me that 
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lost the pinched look it had-had during 
pregnancy. It filled out, and my eyes got 
bright, and my hair that had been so 
drab began to shine again. 

Then it was fall and time to get ready 
for my junior year in school. Mom went 
shopping with me. We tried to act as if 
I was just any girl getting ready for a 
new school year. But Mom began to get 
a worried look in her eyes. And I be- 
gan to feel a painful tightness all 
through me. 

Then today I’d felt that sudden surge 
of joy as I’d entered the school building 
and all the familiar sights and smells had 
made me feel that I was back where I 
belonged. The past was behind me. Like 
Mom and Dad had been telling me all 
along, my (Continued on Page 66) 
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marriage wasn't really unhappy 
until the night my father-in-law 
ied to show me I needed a love 


my husband couldn’t give me... 


VER SINCE ’D KNOWN Tom Meadows I'd heard him talk 
bout his wonderful father in Southern California, so it didn’t 
to me to object when Tom wanted him to be best man at our 

ay’s the best friend I have, Betsy,” Tom said. The casual way 

illed his dad by his first name was another indication of what 
they were. 

he’s anything like you I know I'll love him,” I sighed, snuggling 
> in the garden swing. Tom’s mother and stepfather had taken 
mall fry for a picnic so we had the place to ourselves. We hardly 
| go into the house, for I couldn’t look at the strong curve of 

; lips without wanting to feel them on mine, and our kisses were 

t getting out of control lately. We were so crazy in love | 

t see how we could wait another three weeks. We’d first planned 

arry in the fall after Tom had worked a few months, but now 

advanced our wedding date to the day after my graduation from 
and Tom’s completion of a two-year electrical course at voca- 
school. I wasn’t quite eighteen, but my folk had given their 
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and Tom had a job promised 
Power Company, so we knew he 
ike a living. 
says Jay and I look alike, but 
Tom said thoughtfully. “It’s 
they couldn’t get along. I was 
when they got a divorce, but 
dea they disagreed mostly on 
ipline. You know how strict 
| Frank are with the kids.” 
I was very fond of Tom’s 
id gentle mother, and I liked 
I admired their easy con- 
their children, but I’d never 
1 them any more strict than my 
nts. 
be they don’t seem strict to you, 
but if you could see how dif- 
y treats me the two months I 
h him every summer. We do 
| want—fish, swim, drag-race, 


ist be rich?” 

sometimes. He seems to make 
money, but some of his wives 
n pretty expensive.” 

f them! How many has he 


since Mom, and he’s still mar- 

Alice. You'll meet her at the 
I’m glad you don’t mind Jay 

st man.” 

t occur to me that my parents 

bject. Of course they couldn’t do 
about it—this was our wed- 

t Daddy said, “Can’t you see 

kward it'll be? And how incon- 
to Tom’s mother! An insult to 

»o—the best stepfather a boy 
ve. From what I’ve heard of 

idows, the less you and Tom see 
the better!” 

e prejudiced, | thought—and I 
of it three weeks later when 
his father drove up in a beau- 
station wagon. My folk were 
g the church so I was alone. 

easy to understand Tom’s 

n as | watched them stride up 

ilk. They looked more like 
than father and son. The same 


sure and lithe grace, more pro- 


in Jay whose clothes were rich- 
His hair was as dark and 
lom’s with a touch of gray at 
les, and his mouth had the same 
curve. His skin had an older 
of course, yet it was unlined 
where it crinkled about his eyes 
smiled. 
s voice was hushed with pride as 











he introduced us, and my heart quick- 
ened on a surge of affection as Jay Mead- 
ows took my hands warmly in his. 

“Tom didn’t exaggerate one bit,” he 
said, and the bold, appreciative glance 
that took me in from short hair to san- 
dal-clad feet, had a stirring way of mak- 
ing me feel almost beautiful. 

“‘He—he didn’t exaggerate about you, 
either,” I murmured breathlessly, then 
somehow the moment seemed too tense 
and I snatched my hands from his in 
sudden confusion. “You—you didn’t 
bring your wife?” I asked, seizing on the 
first thing I could think of to cover an 
unexpected feeling of embarrassment. 

A shadow passed across his face. “No 
—I just told Tom. Alice walked out on 
me. I’m all alone again.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry!” My hand went out 
impulsively and he prisoned it between 
his palms again. 

“Maybe it’s for the best, my dear. It 
started me on a course of action that I 
hope will make us all rich. I wanted to 
meet you first, but now—Well, just wait 
till you hear my proposition!” He 
dropped my hand and turned to Tom, 
the sadness gone as his voice became 
brisk and businesslike. “I’ve sold my in- 
terest in the automobile agency, Tom, 
and bought a nice little modern appli- 
ance store. Washers, freezers, stoves, 
and such. There’s a service department 
in connection, and I want you to run it. 
With your electrical training it'll be a 
cinch.” 

“Oh golly, Jay . . .” Tom’s eyes be- 
gan to glow. “It sounds wonderful. But 
I told you about the job I’ve been prom- 
ised.” 

“You'll make twice as much with me. 
I’m offering you a full partnership, and 
free rent. Ill move upstairs and give 
you the first floor. I promise not to get 
in the way.” 

“You’d never be in the way!” Tom 
cried. “We'd love being there with—” 
He broke off and turned to me. “I mean 
—you’d like that too, wouldn’t you? 
Our own business—and Jay’s big house 
instead of the dinky apartment we were 
going to rent?” 

With Tom’s eyes shining like that, | 
couldn’t have refused if I’d wanted to. 
And I didn’t really want to, though 
somewhere in the back of my mind my 
father’s words echoed their warning. 

Our wedding day dawned clear and 
bright, so even the vault-like sanctuary 
of the church was warm with morning 
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sun by the time we stood before the altar. | his 
Only one small shadow dimmed my hap- | could 
piness that day, and I told myself it — mayb 
didn’t mean a thing—it couldn’t possibly So 
foreshadow trouble ahead. > bill a 
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in our back yard garden. Mother had | His 
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sanctuary since childhood. Emotion Ton 
blurred my sight as I walked out—and § his liy 
bumped into Tom’s father. | father 

“Oh—Jay!” I stammered. “I didn’t | becam 
see you!” > wrencl 
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“It’s just that I’m so happy!” I told § easily. 
him fervently. quick | 
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you to know I thoroughly approve of 
Tom’s choice—I think you and I will 
mean a lot to each other. I loved you 
on sight—and I hope you're going to 
love me.” 

“I’m sure I—Tom has always—” I 
couldn’t go on. My heart was thumping 
too painfully. There was something 
frightening in the dark glow of his eyes, 
in the curve of his lips so like Tom’s, yet 
somehow different. There was too much 
emotion in the way he’d been speaking to 
me, something seductive in the touch of 
his hands as he held my face between his 
palms. I saw his mouth descending and 
told myself frantically it was just to be 
a fatherly kiss—but it wasn’t. There 
was a lover-like possessiveness that sent 
a sick stab of fear through me—but the 
kiss ended too quickly for me to protest, 
and he was smiling benignly, giving my 
shoulder a fatherly pat, before I’d quite 
caught my breath. 

“Have a wonderful honeymoon, you 
and Tom,” he said, “and buy yourself 
something pretty.” He snapped my 
purse open and shut just as Tom and the 
crowd came rushing in after me. It 
wasn’t until Tom and I were alone in our 
borrowed honeymoon cottage at the 
beach that night, that I found the hun- 
dred dollar bill tucked in my purse. 

I should have told Tom then that his 
father had given me a too emotional kiss, 
and I was worried about living with him. 
But I couldn’t. Tom was so crazy about 
his dad, trusted him _ implicitly—I 
couldn’t bear to disillusion him. And 
maybe it was my imagination. 

So I handed Tom the hundred dollar 
bill and said, “Jay wants us to splurge 
on our honeymoon, Tom.” 

His eyes took on their hero-worship- 
ping glow. “Isn’t he swell, Betsy? Didn’t 
I say you’d be crazy about him? It’s 
going to be great fun living and working 
together. I’m sure he bought that store 
just to give me a job tailored to my 
training. That’s the kind of pal he is!” 

Tom took me in his arms, and with 
his lips on mine I tried to banish his 


| father from my mind. But as our kiss 


idn’t | 
| wrenched back to that brief but more 


ping 
mile 


told 


want 


became ardent, my thoughts were 
mature, more knowing kiss, and I broke 
away with a sob. 

“What is it, Betsy?” Tom asked un- 
easily. I flung my arms about him in 
quick contrition, and when he picked 
me up to carry me to bed, I forced 
thoughts of his father out of my mind. 


Perhaps the tension of shutting my 
thoughts against one thing kept me from 
feeling much else, for our first experi- 
ence in marriage was disappointing— 
not at all what we used to dream of when 
our impassioned kisses almost got out 


of control. 

I knew Tom was disappointed by my 
lack of response, and the next night I 
tried harder to feel all that I thought I 
was supposed to feel. By the end of our 
honeymoon Tom was satisfied, but it 
still seemed to me that the rapture of the 
love act had been vastly overrated. 

Yet it was pleasant enough, and I 
loved Tom so dearly that anything we 
shared intimately was precious. By the 
time we went home Id forgotten my 
brief fear of Tom’s father who met us 
with open arms and showed us through 
the big old-fashioned house. 

It wasn’t as luxurious as I’d expected. 
By comparison with the streamlined sta- 
tion wagon and the richness of Jay’s 
clothes, it seemed almost shabby. But 
I didn’t mind, for there was a big down- 
stairs bedroom which Tom and I would 
have to ourselves. 

“Everything okay?” Jay asked as we 
returned to the living room. His eyes 
twinkled as he went on, “Don’t answer 
that, Betsy. There isn’t a woman in the 
world who could walk into a house and 
not want to change things. So go right 
ahead, sweetheart. Pick out new paint 
and paper and furniture. | have charge 
accounts all over town.” 

I had a wonderful time the next few 
weeks, painting and papering. I laid 
linoleum tiles on counters as well as 
kitchen 
draperies and curtains, refinished a few 


and bathroom floors, made 
good pieces of furniture, and threw the 
rest out to buy new. I was so busy it 
didn’t bother me that Tom was working 
twelve to fourteen hours a day, some- 
times hardly taking time out for meals. 
And in view of Jay’s lavishness, it never 
occurred to me there was any need to 
economize until Tom came to the bed- 
room late one night with a sheaf of bills 
and a worried frown. 

“Honey, aren’t you about through 
spending money on the house?” he 
asked, tossing the bills on the bed as he 
kissed me. “We're getting pretty deep 
in debt.” 

“But Jay said—you mean he doesn’t 
have the money to pay the bills I’ve been 
running up?” 

“He expected our income to cover 





them—but there’ve been other expenses 
too—the new truck, payments on the 
station wagon, taxes—besides big mort- 
gage payments on the business itself. 

Even the grocery bills are piling up. 
Must we always have steak or—” 

“Of course not, Tom! I can spend less 
for food—and I won’t buy anything 
more for the house.” 

“That’s a sweetheart!” He kissed me 
and got ready for bed. “I'll ask Jay to 
go easier, too. We'll talk it over at 
breakfast.” 

When he got into bed I snuggled close 
and offered my lips with warm kisses. 
We'd been so busy we’d scarcely had 
time to make love, and it left me with a 
sense of rejection. To my disappoint- 
ment, Tom didn’t seem interested tonight 
either. He accepted my kisses then went 
on talking about the business. Before 
my kisses could warm his blood with de- 
sire his words faded to a tired murmur, 
and the next thing I knew he was sound 
asleep. 

In the morning he brought the sheaf 
of bills to the table and slapped them 
down in front of Jay. “We'd better de- 
cide what to do about these. Our check- 
ing account’s overdrawn.” 

“That’s simple!” Jay leafed through 
the bills and stuffed them into his pocket. 
“ll go to the bank today and float a 
loan.” 

Tom frowned. “Borrowing more 
money to pay debts doesn’t make sense.” 

“Don’t worry, Tom. It’s always like 
this when I start a new project—but as 
long as the business is bringing in good 
returns we'll come out okay. I have a 
couple of big sales on the fire, and you’re 
doing fine in the shop. The way the 
service calls are coming in, you'd bet- 
ter hire another man to help you.” 

“Not until I can afford to pay him,” 
Tom said, his mouth a little grim at the 
corners. 

“That’s childish! The work he does 
will pay him!” He swung a challenging 
gaze to me. “You believe I know how 
to run a business, don’t you, Betsy?” 

I found myself nodding. It was pleas- 
anter to take his positive approach to 
financial problems, than to share the 
worries that kept Tom too distracted to 
make love to me. 

Tom stood up abruptly. “Okay, you 
two! If you’ve got to act like million- 
aires I’d better get to work and help pay 
for it!” 

He started (Continued on Page 58) 
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He is cursed, threatened, and sometimes 
shot when he starts running around, 


but is a man really to blame 


for the gypsy in his soul? 


By J. K. HART 


GUESS MAYBE I’ve got a lot of nerve writing this in the first place. | 

mean, after all this is a magazine devoted primarily to women—or so 
the editors seem to think. But I happen to know that a lot of guys read it. 
too; soldiers in Army camps and sailors and bachelors with time to kill. 
Some of the stories give you a big yak and some scare the pants off you 
when you realize they’re about something that could happen to you. 

But anyway, let’s just say this is a women’s magazine, so what I am 
going to say will be read by a lot of them who are going to get mad. But 
I don’t care. I’m a little sick of reading all this stuff about the poor, mis- 
treated wife who has the misfortune to be married to some hound dog of 
a man who is always chasing broads. I mean, they always make the man 
the monster. £ 

So that’s the reason I decided to say this right out loud, where everybody 
can hear me. Before women start knocking men, they ought to face up to 
a few basic facts. First of all. women expect men to be just like them. | 
mean, a girl sets her cap for just one guy and marries him and expects to 
live happily ever after. Most women will admit that they are a “one man’s 
woman.” Even before she gets married, a woman has a tendency to just 
go around with one guy mostly. 

But a man isn’t made that way. Oh sure, he may just date one girl, and 
maybe when he marries her he really intends to keep those marriage vows. 
But if that’s the case, then he’s doing just what women do—forgetting man’s 
basic nature. The books have said it: man is, by nature, a polygamous 
animal. He is the hunter in pursuit of the female. If this is the way he’s 
made inside, how in the name of Pete is he going (Continued on Page 56) 
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FASP 


See EBONY’s most glamourous models 
featuring the very latest creations of 
American and European designs. 


CHECK LIST FOR APPEARANCE IN YOUR CITY. 


CITY DATE 
Youngstown, Ohio Sept. 
Erie, Pa. Sept 
Buffalo, N. Y. Sept. 
Albany, N. Y. Sept. 
Boston, Mass. Sept. 
New Haven, Conn. Sept. 30 
Newark, N. J. Oct. 
New York City Oct. 
Trenton, New Jersey Oct. 
Baltimore, Md. Oct. 
Philadelphia, Pa. Oct. 
Newport News, Va. Oct. 
Washington, D. C. Oct. 
Lynchburg, Va. Oct. 
Durham, N. C. Oct. 
Winston-Salem, N, C. Oct. 
Charlotte, N. C. Oct. 
Chattanooga, Tenn. Oct. 
Atlanta, Ga. Oct. 
Macon, Ga. Oct. 
Tuskegee, Ala. Oct. 
Jackson, Miss. Oct. 
New Orleans, La. Oct. 
Houston, Texas 
San Antonio, Texas 
Dallas, Texas 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 

Tulsa, Okla. 

Little Rock, Ark. 
Memphis, Tenn. 
Nashville, Tenn. 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Detroit, Mich. 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Gary, Ind. 
Milwaukee, Wisc. 
Rockford, Il!. 
Springfield, Ill. 
Des Moines, lowa 
Omaha, Neb. 
Kansas City, Kansas 
Denver, Colo. 
Seattle, Wash. 


, » Portland, Ore. 


Sacramento, Calif. 
San Francisco, Calif. 
Fresno, Calif. 

San Diego, Calif. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


PLACE OF SHOW 
Stambaugh Auditorium 
Memorial Technical & Jr. High School 
Kleinhans Music Hall 
Philip Livingston High School 
The Meadows—Framingham, Mass. 
Hillhouse High School 
Mosque Theatre 
Waldorf-Astoria Hotel 
War Memorial Building 
Murphy Fine Arts Center 
Town Hall 
Huntington High School 
Willard Hotel 
E. C. Glass Auditorium 
Hillside High School 
Whitaker Gymnasium 
Park Center 
Howard High School 
Morehouse Gymnasium 
Municipal City Auditorium 
Logan Hall-Tuskegee Institute 
Masonic Temple 
Booker T. Washington High School 
Texas Southern University Auditorium 
Municipal Auditorium 
Memorial Auditorium 
Bryant Center 
Municipal Thectre 
Robinson Municipal Auditorium 
Bruce Hall-LeMoyne College 
War Memoria! Auditorium 
Withrow High School Auditorium 
Ford Auditorium 
Pennsylvania Street Armory 
Conrad Hilton Hotel 
Roosevelt High School 
Garfield Theatre 
Shrine Temple 
Springfield High School 
Hoyt Sherman Piace 
Omaha Civic Auditorium 
Kansas National Guord Armory 
East High Auditorium 
Moore Theatre 
Neighbors of Woodcraft Hall 
Sacramento Memorial Auditorium 
Masonic Temple 
Fresno High School 
Palm Room-U.S. Grant Hote! 
Hollywood Palladium 
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FALL 
FASHION 
FAIR 


T= HOLIDAY SEASON is fast 

approaching and invitations to so- 
cial affairs will be received by most 
women. A beautiful dress is a must 
for such occasions, and what could 
better serve the purpose than the 
black point d’esprit short formal dress 
shown. It has a strapless bodice and 
a full tufted barrel skirt. It is worn 
with a matching tiny tulle hat. Dress 
by Gregoriana of Rome, is one of the 
striking designs shown in EBONY 
Fashion Fair. 





FALL 
FASHION FAIR 


BONY FASHION FAIR has been 

appearing in cities across the coun- 
try since September 23, and perhaps 
many of TAN’s readers have seen this 
mammoth production. Billed as the epit- 
ome in fashion shows, it is now drawing 
to a close. Clothes in the show were 
from leading designers in America and 
Europe and seemed to be more beautiful 
and breath-taking than ever this season. 
Everything from sportswear to ball- 
gowns was shown. Fabrics were richer 
and more elegant with wools, knits, chif- 
fons, satins and rich embroideries and 
lace appearing in prominence. Shown on 
these pages are a few samples of clothes 
which will delight viewers of EBony 
Fashion Fair 


{ simple but smart red wool suit features the § 
new short jacket with four-button closing. © 
Jacket and skirt are accented by a band of © 
black wool down the front. By Countess © 

Barbara. 
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unusual evening coat is made from a fabric of wool tapestry, hand- 
1 Swiss convent. It has three-quarter sleeves and is double-breasted. 
sttble collar adds the final elegant touch. By Nina Ricci of Paris. 














Evening gown (above) of tango orange silk 
velvet is trimmed with lavish bands of chin- 
chilla. By Nina Ricci of Paris. 


Stunning cocktail suit (right) is covered in many 
yards of gray French Calais ribbon lace. Bodice 
has huge rose trim. By Bob Bugnand of Paris. 


Cocoa beige wool suit (below) has dress 
and jacket with relaxed lines. Velvet hat 
has “Svhinx” look. By Gregoriana of Rome. 
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All-Purpose 
Asparagus 


HEN FAMILY APPETITES need 

pepping up and menus have fallen 
into a rut, it’s time to turn to new vege- 
table ideas. Asparagus can provide an 
interesting change with its delicate flavor 
and green or white color. It can be used 
as the main vegetable dish or in soups, 
salads, or casseroles. 


oe yt a -s 


Below is shown an Asparagus Seafood 
Salad which is made by sprinkling 1 No. 
300 can of white asparagus with salt and 
pepper. Combine 1 cup flaked cooked 
white fish, 4 lb. cooked shrimp, 2 tbsps. 
chopped onion, 44 cup chopped celery, 
dash of thyme, salt and pepper to taste; 
mix lightly and chill. Combine 44 cup 








mayonnaise, 144 tsps. lemon juice, 1 
tbsp. French dressing; blend well. Add 
to seafood mixture and mix lightly. Ar- 
range salad, 14 cup sliced cucumber and 
asparagus on platter. 


Asparagus-Tomato Soup 


Combine 1% lbs. fresh or frozen asparagus, 2-#303 cans tomatoes, drained, 1 tbsp. 

chopped onion, %4 tsp. celery seed, Y2 tbsp. sugar; cook 12-15 minutes until asparagus 

is tender. Put through sieve or food mill. Meanwhile melt 2 tbsps. butter; add 2 tbsps. 

flour, 2 tsps. salt, Yg tsps. pepper and blend. Gradually add 2 cups milk and cook over 

low heat, stirring constantly until thickened. Add 34 cup grated cheese and stir until 

cheese melts. Gradually add asparagus mixture to milk mixture and cook, stirring 
constantly for 5 minutes. 


Oven-Fried Chicken and Asparagus 


Cut 1-3% Ib. frying chicken in serving pieces. Dip chicken in 1 beaten 

egg and coat with bread crumbs. Cook in shallow hot fat until lightly 

browned. Bake in moderate oven (350°F) until chicken is tender, about 

30 minutes. Meanwhile, combine one 10%-0z. can condensed tomato soup, 

I tsp. salt, 4 tsp. pepper, 4 tsp. sage and mix well. Cook over low heat 

5 minutes. Arrange 2 No. 300 cans of white asparagus over chicken. Top 
with sauce and bake 15 minutes. 
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Child Care: 


Motion Sickness 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


5 iawe PROSPECT OF a long motor trip 

with children can be gruesome or 
pleasant, depending upon the attitude 
parents have toward travel and toward 





their children. However, even under the 
most ideal circumstances there is the 
child who simply cannot travel without 
There 
are many adults in the same position. 
However, whether it is called sea sick- 
ness, air sickness or train sickness, it is 


suffering from motion sickness. 


still motion sickness and as such it has a 
great deal to do with the inner ear and 
our sense of balance. The inner ear con- 
sists of three tiny canals which contain a 
thin fluid. Motion sickness results when 
these canals are disturbed by motion. 

Dramamine and other commercial 
tranquilizers have been used with great 
success_in combating motion sickness, 
and for a trip with children who are 
known to become upset when riding 
streetcars, buses or elevators, it would 
be a wise precaution to take along one of 
these products. 

It is advisable to give such a drug, ac- 
cording to your doctor’s instructions, be- 
fore starting the trip. 
the child complains of queasiness, it is 
already too late. 
avoid bumpy roads, sudden starts and 
stops. Make sure there is enough fresh 
air in the car, and be conscious of tem- 
perature changes. A distance of 500 
miles or less can often mean moving 


If you wait until 


Whenever you can, 


from one temperature zone into another. 
The driver is often unaware of the 
change, but a child who was bundled up 
against early morning dampness and 
chills, may be sweltering and uncom- 
fortable by mid-morning. Changes in 
altitude should be noted also. A child 
who is perfectly comfortable at one al- 
titude may turn green, begin to sweat 
and vomit with sudden changes such as 
are encountered in mountainous country. 

Games, puzzles and riddles keep the 
child’s attention and pass the time more 
quickly. A further precaution: anyone 
prone to motion sickness should sit in 
the front seat. The back seat gives a 
bumpier ride and a small child jostles 
more. 


| 
| 
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Night Of Terror 


(Continued from Page 21) 


but she wasn’t having any of my looks. 
Whether I wanted to go along or not I sure 
couldn’t let Becky go with the two of them. 
Whether she’d had a drink or the dancing 
with Bill had done it, Becky wasn’t her 
usual quiet self. 

“All right,” I said. “But we’ll only stay 
out till midnight.” 

Becky giggled again and I wanted to 
slap her. We finished the sodas and went 
out to Stan’s car. Maybe I could talk her 
into staying at home when we got to her 


room 


ft WORKED LIKE she said. Evelyn 

Schaffer was so wrapped up in the T.V. 
she hardly looked up. “Home already?” 

Becky stepped close to her and spoke 
rather loud, as if to impress what she was 
saying over the T.V. “Naturally. The dance 
is always over at 10 and we left a little 
early tonight. We’re going right to bed. 
Night.” 

“Night.” Evelyn was lost in the T.V. 
again. She’d probably remember to tell 
the Scotts that we had come home early 
and gone right to bed. 

Would they look into the room to see? 
Probably not. When Becky shut her bed- 
room door it meant she wanted privacy 
and her folk usually left it that way. So 
no one would know we weren’t there but 
out with the two boys who fascinated me 
but sort of scared me, too. 

“How will we get back in, Becky?” I 
isked, in her room. “Maybe we'd better 
not go. We'll probably never see those boys 
again and even if we do we can tell them 
we couldn’t get back out.” 

“T want to see them again,” Becky in- 
sisted. “Bill is different from any boy I 
ever knew. Older. All we have to do is use 
my key for the kitchen door and sneak in 
real quiet. No one will hear us.” 

“They seem so much older, though,” I 
tried again. “In a way they sort of scare 
me 

“You too chicken to go?” she demanded. 
“Well, I’m not and I’m going. This is a 
chance to go with men, not little boys. To 
have some real fun without a bunch of 
chaperones standing around. What’s the 
big harm in going with them to dance some 
more, maybe get some sandwiches and 
drive around a little?” 

“Stan will be sure to race.” 

“You scared of speed, too? I never knew 
you were such a baby—and a coward, 
Jackie. You stay here and tuck yourself 
into the covers. I’m going. Just you be 
sure and not tell on me.” 

[ couldn’t let her go alone so I put my 
coat back on and followed her down the 
back stairs, hoping Evelyn would be raid- 
ing the refrigerator and ask where we were 


AQ 
tO 


going so we'd have to turn back. 

The kitchen was dark and empty, 
though, and we got out without a sound. 
The boys were waiting at the corner, and 
we got into the car, then Stan gunned the 
motor hard and zipped around it on two 
wheels and headed out Oak real fast. 

“Where are we going?” I asked, aware 
of the silence in the back seat. Becky was 
a stranger to me. Someone I’d never known. 
I’d smelled the touch of liquor on her 
breath back at the house and I knew Bill 
was kissing her now. It made me sick to 
my stomach. 

“Out here to a joint I know that’s not 
so squeamish about what they serve.” Stan 
grinned. “Come closer, baby, and be so- 
ciable.” He slid one arm around my shoul- 
ders and pulled me closer to him. 

I sat there stiffly, too scared to say any- 
thing else. What had Becky and I let our- 
selves in for? Becky was right. These 
weren’t boys like we knew. They were men 
in thought and action and we were just 
fifteen-year-old girls as dumb as grass. 

The place Stan pulled into and parked 
wasn’t lighted up very much but I recog- 
nized it as one of the roadside taverns that 
boasted a very questionable reputation. I’d 
heard Pop say it should be closed down. 

Stan cut the motor and grinned down 
at me. “Why so stiff and cold, baby? Don’t 
you like me? Becky likes Bill.”” He nodded 
towards the back seat but I wouldn’t look. 
I tried to edge towards the door but Stan’s 
arm held me back and Stan’s lips closed 
down on mine and I hated the feel of them 
and the smell of his breath with the liquor 
and smoke on it. 

He let me go and laughed. “I'll have to 
teach you more about kissing,” he said. 
“First things first, though. Let’s go in.” 

The place wasn’t much lighter inside 
than it was outside and for a moment or 
two I couldn’t see anything. Then things 
became clearer and I could make out cou- 
ples dancing, close together, other couples 
at tables and in booths and some at the 
bar. Stan led us to a booth towards the 
back, greeting several people on the way. 

“How’s my favorite waitress?” he patted 
the girl on the hip when she came for our 
order. “Smile with our service, baby, and 
bring the usual. Cokes for the girls, nat- 
urally.” 

The girl smiled down at Stan and acted 
like she liked his hand on her hip. I could 
see better now, and I didn’t much like 
what I saw. No one was paying any at- 
tention to other groups, though. The cou- 
ples only had eyes for each other, and the 
larger groups might as well have been off 
by themselves some place. 

Our order came and I was suspicious of 
the coke. Stan laughed at me. “It’s pure 


coke,” he said. “Not that a little spiking 
wouldn’t help it. How about it?” He held 
the bottle over the glass and waited. 

“No. The coke is all I want.” I picked 
the glass up quickly. 


ILL TIPPED A LITTLE of his drink 
into Becky’s glass and she giggled. I 
was wishing real hard we were back in 
her room, talking over the dance and eat- 
ing potato chips before we went to bed. 

Then Stan and I danced and when we 
got back to the table Bill had ordered more 
drinks. It was hot in the crowded room 
and the cold soda tasted good—until I'd 
finished it, that is. Then there was a taste 
left over I didn’t like and I looked at 
Becky and Bill. Becky giggled. “Don’t 
be such a spoil sport, Jackie,” she pouted. 
“All we did was put a little bit of season- 
ing in your drink. Won’t hurt you any. 
Matter of fact, it will probably do you 
good.” 

“T’ll buy that.” Stan sat close to me in 
the booth, his arm across my shoulders. 
“She’s too cold and stiff this way.” 

I didn’t feel cold. I could feel that drink 
burning inside and it was terrible. I sure 
wasn’t going to make a scene though. 
Maybe if I acted a little less stiff Stan 
would be ready to go after one more dance. 
I relaxed a little in the seat and when an- 
other record started I asked Stan to dance. 

“Sure, baby.” He stood up. “You feel- 
ing more friendly like?” 

“Sure.” I let myself loosen up some in 
his arms and just followed his lead in the 
dance. Halfway through the dance I sug- 
gested we leave after another drink and 
Stan was more than willing. Somehow, in 
the car, I’d bring up the subject of going 
home and maybe by saying we wouldn't 
be able to meet them again if we didn’t 
get in safely this time, we could get home 
without anything more happening. I was 
worried about Becky, though. Becky was 
having the time of her life. 

It didn’t work. I mentioned going home 
and Stan laughed. “The night is young, 
baby. Becky don’t want to go home, do 
you?” He turned towards the back seat. 

Becky giggled. “Not yet. It’s too early.” 


Stan gunned the car, then slowed up. | 
Got any | 


“We're running short on gas. 
folding money, Bill?” 

“Nope. Just a little loose stuff.” 

“Then we'll have to do it the easy way.” 
Stan drove along, watching the cross 
streets. “How about that little one at the 
end of Bradley? Only one there at night, 
isn’t there?” 

“All I ever saw,” Bill answered. 

I didn’t understand what they were talk- 
ing about. I could see the gas gage and it 
was awfully close to empty. Maybe he was 
going to try to talk the gas attendant to 
let him have gas on credit. But why pick 
such an out-of-the-way station? 

I found out soon enough. Stan drove 
into the station, told the man to “fill it up” 
and motioned for Bill to follow him. 

“You two stay here in the car and don't 
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| and so did Becky. Both the boys laughed 


move or anything,” he told Becky and me. 
“You see a car coming, honk the horn.” 

Bill and Stan went inside and we could 
see them moving around, picking things 
up and then putting them down, and then | 
the man went inside and the minute he 
stepped inside the station I knew what the 
boys were going to do. 

I watched, fascinated but scared, while 
Stan said something to the man. Bill 
stepped close to him and the man started 
arguing with them and easing toward the 
phone. Then Stan hit him, hard, and 
he went down. Bill came outside and 
waited just outside the door, and Stan 
opened the register, took something out, 
then came on out. They both strolled to 
the car, got in, and Stan took his time 
about starting the motor while I shook, 
sure someone would come along. 

“Anything worthwhile?” Bill asked, as 
Stan pulled the car out of the drive. 

“Mostly chicken feed,” Stan shrugged. 
“A rod, though. Smal] and not much good, 
but it has four shells in it.” 

“Man, that’s not half bad.” Bill sat for- 
ward on the seat and Stan handed him 
the gun. 

I moved away to my side of the seat and 
I guess I shuddered. Guns scare me silly 
and always have. Even the little toy ones 
the kids play with. I just can’t stand them 
near me and I could never pick one up. 

“What’s the matter, baby?” Stan asked. 
“Ain’t you never helped in a hold-up be- 
fore?” 

I forgot the gun. Becky and I hadn’t 
done a thing but we’d been there and that 
made up part of it. All the fun, all the 
excitement was gone from the night and 
even Becky wasn’t giggling any more. 

The two boys talked about the gun while 
Stan drove along and he wasn’t heading | 
toward the corner near Becky’s house. He 
was heading out of town towards the high- 
way and the clock on the dashboard said 
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It didn’t do any good. About ten miles 
out the highway Stan pulled into an all- 


rehabilitation. Hope is bright for greater vic- 


night eat stand that advertised beer on tap tories to come. That is why your Heart Fund is 
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and Becky and I had to go in with them. 
I held my hand over my glass so they 
wouldn’t put anything in my soda, though, 


at us but they didn’t get rough. There were 
only a few people in the place, besides the | 
twe waitresses and the man in back cook- HEART DISEASE ._ HEART FUND 
ing. Stan put a quarter into the juke box ‘d 

and we danced. Then he finished his drink. | 
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I left the rest of my soda in the glass. 
I didn’t know if Bill had added something 


to it again or not but I wasn’t taking any 


chances. I thought about going to one of 
the waitresses and asking for help but I 
gave that up almost as soon as I thought 
of it. They weren’t the type to give you 
help like that. 

I looked at the handful of customers and 
they didn’t have much to offer, either. 
Probably they were out with other people’s 
wives and wouldn’t want to risk helping 
anyone. 

“Tet’s go,” I suggested, hoping Stan 
wouldn’t order more drinks. 

“Sure thing. baby.” He stood up. “We 
gotta have us some fun first, though. You 
two get on over by the door. Don’t hurry, 
just walk over casual like. Wait there by 
the door and you'll see some real fun.” 


Y HATEVER I WAS GOING to see I 
didn’t think it was fun and Becky 
didn’t look like she thought so either. We 
walked over, though, and stood there by 
the door. 

Then Stan was behind the bar, by the 
cash register, crying out, “Okay, folks. 
Behave yourselves and none of you will 
get hurt. Keep your hands high, and walk 
over here, backs to the bar. You out there 
in the kitchen, come in here where we can 
see you. Take whatever looks good, man,” 
he added to Bill. 

The people, about six customers, the 
waitresses, and the man in the kitchen did 
what he said because he was waving the 
gun around at them. They lined up in 
front of the bar and Bill went down the 
line, taking a ring, a billfold. or a bracelet. 
One of the waitresses said something to 
him and he laughed and bent forward to 
kiss her square on the lips. 

Stan kept waving the gun around while 
he went through the cash register, then 
he edged towards the door, still waving 


the gun. 
“Now, all of you, into that powder 
room.” He kicked open the door and the 


people trooped in like he said. He locked 
the door and gleefully held the front door 
open for Becky and me. 

“Now that was more fun,” Bill said. 
once we were outside. “Not a bad haul, 
either.” 

“Still chicken feed,” Stan grunted. “Not 
much fun either. Too quiet. Man, look at 
that go-cart.” He walked around a long 
smooth pink car parked beside the build- 

“That baby could travel.” He leaned 
inside and let out a whistle. “What do you 
know? He left the keys in. We got us a 
real job here.” 

“Won't it be risky leaving your car here 
though?” Bill asked. 

Stan drew his head out of the pink car. 
“Yeah. You drive it, and we'll leave it 
down on Five-mile Lane. back off the road 
where no one will see it.” 

Stan took Becky and me both with him 
in the pink car and Bill followed. We drove 
hack down the highway about two miles 





then turned off on Five-mile Lane and Stan 
kept on about how smooth the car was and 
how he couldn’t wait to really open it up. 

I knew where we were but that didn’t 
help. The houses on Five-mile Lane were 
few and far between and how could Becky 
and I get out of the car and make it to a 
house, wake the people up and get our 
story across before the boys caught up 
with us? 

Besides, we were in it too. 
willingly, but we were there. 
would take us home as 
his car. 

Stan pulled off the road at a weed-grown 
lane and Bill pulled around and drove 
Stan’s car through the weeds. In a few 
minutes he was back, getting into the back 
seat and pulling Becky close to him. Becky 
hadn’t said anything since we’d left the 
eat joint and I wondered if she was as 
scared as I. Or did the drinks she’d had 
shield her from that fear? 

Then Stan was drawing me close, his 
lips pressing down on mine again and I 
tried not to fight him. I just kept real still, 
neither fighting nor yielding anything, and 
after a few kisses he let me go and lit a 
cigarette. 

“What’s the score, baby? Way you 
dance, way you picked us up, you ought 
to give more than that.” 

I bit my lip. “I’m tired. It’s so late. . 
why not take us home now. Then maybe 
we can get out another night. When it 
isn’t so late and I’m not so tired.” I'd 
have promised anything, held out any- 
thing, to get him to take us home. 

“Not yet, baby.” He shook his head and 
started the motor. “I want to try this thing 
out but first I’ve got a hankering. I'll show 
you what I do when I want something and 
no one gives. Then you'll know to be dif- 
ferent. You'll know to treat me nicer.” 

He was more than a little drunk. The 
first drinks they’d ordered had been beer, 
then they had switched to gin and it was 
the gin that was taking effect now. 

He drove down the road slow, and sure 
enough, a little farther along there was a 
car parked against some of the brush be- 
side the road. Stan pulled around it and 
stopped, his headlights shining up the cou- 
ple inside before he cut them. 

“Let’s go, Billy boy.” he said. “Now 
you girls just sit tight and listen and maybe 
if you’ e real good to us this won’t happen 
to you.” 


Mavbe not 
Maybe Stan 
soon as they left 


They got out and Becky whimpered and 
I climbed into the back seat with her. We 
huddled together. 
commotion outside and I know I was try- 


trying not to hear the 


ing not even to think. 

We could hear the boy s’ voices though. 
and a deeper one, the man in the car, then 
a girl crying and screaming and then a 
sharp crack that stopped the man but not 
the girl. Then silence for a long time. 


Maybe they’re gone, I thought. Maybe 
they’ve left us here. I hoped so. I’d had a 


little driver’s training. enough so I could 
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start the car and somehow get it to the 
next farmhouse. 

Then Bill and Stan were back and they 
took a look at Becky and me in the back 
seat and Bill climbed in with Stan. “We 
got us a couple of chickens, Stan,” Bill 
rem irked. 

“So we'll have to teach them to live.” 
Stan shrugged. “First. though, I want to 
open this baby up. Ill bet she’ll do ninety 
without pushing at all. On a straight 
stretch, once she’s warmed up, she ought 
to do a hundred and ten anyhow.” 

“Man. she’s got power,” Bill admired. 
They didn’t mention the two in that other 
car, didn’t act like they’d even stopped. 
What had they done? Had they killed the 
man? I] knew what they had done to the 
girl, all right. Had they killed her too? 
Would they stop, later on, do the same to 
us and then kill us? It seemed that the 
night must end that way. How else could 
it end? Becky and I couldn’t go back 
home, sneak in the way we’d planned, go 
to bed and pretend nothing had happened 
but a date our parents wouldn’t approve. 
We'd been in on two robberies and now 
maybe a killing and certainly a serious 


crime. We were riding in a stolen car. 


(ju 


headed 


ON THE HIGHWAY Stan 
away from Clemens again, 
towards Sparta. He was pushing the car 
and they were gloating over the motor and 
the power. and Becky and I just held on 
to each other, eyes shut, and I guess we 
prayed some. 

We were zooming on down that pavement 
and it’s lucky. we didn’t meet any cars. It’s 
a wonder Stan could hold the car on the 
road, with those drinks, but he did it and 
we roared through Sparta and on out the 
pavement towards Trenton. 

“How about letting me try it, Stan,” Bill 
suggested outside Sparta. “Give me a 
chance to feel her power.” 

“For ten miles, then.” Stan eased up on 


the gas and the car began to slow and then 
he pulled off the road and stopped it and 
the boys changed seats. 


“What about them?” Bill nodded toward 
us as he moved over behind the wheel. 
“What do we do with them?” 

Stan laughed. “First, we buy them 
something to eat and some drinks. Then 
we make them love us the way they should. 
Then, when the night is over and we’ve 
had some real fun, we take them home.” 

It was just about what I’d figured out, 
they wouldn’t dare take us 
the river to Trenton and try some- 
there. Trenton is in another state 
weren’t interested in a federal 
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case€ surely, 

Still, Becky and I weren’t in a position 
to make any kind of case against the two 
boys. They hadn’t forced us to go with 
them and how could we make a case 
against them when we'd been there when 


they'd done the robberies? We were in 
it, too ; 
I thought of a lot of things as we rode 
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along. That way I didn’t notice how fast 
we were going. I wished I’d let Becky stay 
with the boys and gone on home from the 
dance alone. I wished I’d stayed at her 
house and let her come alone. 

How could I have done that, though? 
Becky was only six weeks younger than I 
was but lots of times she seemed like a 
real little kid. She was so trusting with 
everyone and always so anxious to please 
people. She would have been no match 
for the boys. 

But then, I wasn’t much of a match for 
them either. I tried to think of some way 
to get us out of the mess, or even out of 
the car, but it was no go. There didn’t 
seem to be any way out at all. 

Then Bill pulled into a station so they 
could change drivers again and Stan no- 
ticed the gas tank was low. “No need to 
waste the folding stuff we got back there 
on juice for this baby, you think. Bill?” 

“None at all,” Bill grinned. “You going 
in or me?” 

“Jackie and me will go,” Stan said. “I 
don’t think she’s enjoying herself like she 
should. She needs some excitement. She’s 
not with us.” 

“I’d rather wait here,” I told him, but 
he opened the door anyhow. 

“Come on, baby,” he reached for my 
arm and urged me out of the car. The at- 
tendant was coming towards the car and 
I wanted to cry out, to do something to let 
him know things were wrong, but Becky 
was shivering beside me and I could feel 
that gun Stan had, even if it was tucked 
away in his pocket. The feel of it was a 
cold finger clear through me and I got out 
and followed Stan into the station. 

Stan put his arm around me and 
squeezed. “Come on, baby, give a little. 
You act like we’re on a funeral march or 
something. We’re out for fun, remember?” 

“I’m tired.” I said, hoping I could get 
through to him. “So is Becky. We’re not 
used to staying out so late. We really 
should be getting home, Stan. Becky’s folks 
might go into her room or something and 
they’d have the whole town out looking 
for us.” 

“You said no one would check if they 
thought you were there. Why this switch 
now? Trying to chicken out of our date?” 

“No. It’s mostly I'd hate for them to 
miss us.” 

“Ain't you two ever sneaked out be- 
fore?” 

“No. They might be looking for us right 
now.” 

“They'd just better not be.” Stan took 
his arm away. “Anyhow, they wouldn’t be 
looking for us in this boat.” 

“The police might be, if it’s been re- 
ported stolen.” 

“So we'll go down the other side of the 
river, down the gravel road. They'd never 
look there.” 

“They might check the bridge. though. 
once it’s reported.” 

Stan considered. “You got something 
there. baby. They might at that. We'll go 


back this way, cut through that gravel, and 
hit town south of the highway. You go on 
back to the car and tell Bill what we’re 
going to do. Ill handle things here. You 
get in the front seat. hear? I want you 
close to me on the ride home.” 

I could almost hope he would take us 
home once we got back in Clemens—but 
not quite. He might get some other idea 
in his head by then. It was already nearly 
two-thirty. If Becky’s folks had missed us 
they’d sure have the police and everyone 
else out looking for us. 

“We get a chance we'll ditch this boat 
on the way back and give them a run for 
their money,” Bill muttered. He got in 
the back seat and I could hear him talking 
to Becky, low. I shut my eyes, not daring 
to watch Stan inside the station when the 
attendant went in. Bill had started the 
motor before he got in the back seat and 
it was throbbing, low, and I thought it 
backfired. 

Then Stan came running out and slid 
behind the wheel and I knew it wasn’t the 
car backfiring I’d heard. I couldn’t ask 
Stan about it, though, and I think Bill 
was a little scared, too, because he didn’t 
ask either. 

We drove down the highway towards 
Clemens, real fast, and this time I was 
glad of the speed. I wanted to get there 
as fast as we could. Finally, Bill spoke. 

“Why not put this baby where we left 
yours and that way we won't be hot?” 

“What I had in mind,” Stan answered. 
“T hate to give this boat up ... she’s a 
real powerhouse. But it could be real hot 
and I’m not about to walk into the arms 
of a cop.” 

A little later he turned off the highway 
onto a gravel road and only slacked the 
speed a little bit. I was real scared but 
almost as scared of Stan as of the speed. 

We bounced around on the gravel road 
but none of us said anything to Stan. He 
seemed to be seeing nothing but the road 
straight ahead and the speedometer needle 
hung between sixty and seventy before I 
just shut my eyes. 

We whirled and spun around another 
corner and there was a scraping and 
crunching and a bump and Bill yelled for 
Stan to slow down and take it easy so we 
could get home in one piece. 

“Relax.” Stan laughed. “We just 
scraped the trees at the side of the road. 
This road is too narrow, anyhow.” 

“More reason to slow down a little bit,” 
Bill told him, sitting forward on the seat 
and leaning his arms on the back of the 
front seat. “We sure don’t want to get 
mixed up in a wreck.” 

That slowed Stan down a little and a 
few minutes later he stopped at the turn- 
out where we'd left his car. The lights of 
the car showed up the little lane, but they 
didn’t pick up Stan’s car. 

Stan swore softly and Bill said, “I don’t 
get it. This is the place, isn’t it? Sure you 
didn’t make any mistake?” 

“IT never make mistakes. This is the 
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place. Some wise guy stole my car. I ever 
find out who did it I'll fix him but good.” 

Since Stan was driving a stolen car I 
didn’t see where he had a beef, but I didn’t 
want to argue the point. Stan started the 
car again and backed out, then headed on 
towards Clemens. 

“What you going to do, boy?” Bill 
asked. 

“Ditch this boat some place in town, 
pick up another, and then cruise till I find 
my car.” 

“Why don’t we just head towards St. 
Louis?” Bill asked. “They might be look- 
ing for us in Clemens.” 

“So they look for us. They won’t recog- 
nize us in this boat.” 

We were back on a blacktop road, just 
a mile or so from town when he passed 
a car, the first we’d seen. After we went 
around we saw it was a patrol car with 
the light on top turned off. It went on real 
quick when we passed, though, and 
speeded up but didn’t turn on a siren. 

“Think they’re after us?” Bill asked, 
watching out the back window. 

“Maybe. Maybe they’re just being nosy 
about a car out this late.” Stan held the 
speed at fifty-five, the legal speed limit 
for that road and the patrol car stayed the 
same distance behind us. 


E HIT THE CITY limits and the car 

was still coming. Stan had to slow 
down and the patrol car slowed, too. I was 
shaking all over and my teeth were chat- 
tering. I could hear Becky whimper every 
once in a while. Bill had forgotten she was 
in the back seat. He was watching that 
patrol car while Stan drove carefully. 

“Why not take us near home and let us 
out, Stan?” I suggested, trying to hold my 
teeth still. 

“You chicken? Want to get out?” he 
asked, without looking. 

“Not exactly.” I didn’t want to irritate 
him too much. “We’re only fifteen, though, 
and if they manage to catch up with you, 
that might make it a lot worse.” 

“She’s got something there,” Bill agreed. 
“They throw a rap at us on that kid stuff 
and we could get the works.” 

“So we let them go, they run home and 
straight to the cops,” Stan said, turning a 
corner toward Broadway and then turning 
around again real quick in the middle of 
the street when he saw two patrol cars at 
the corner of Broadway up ahead. 

“We won’t go to the police. We’re in on 
this, too, you know. We'll sneak on home 
and hope to get in without being seen. 
Or heard.” 

He was thinking about it. “What if you 
are seen or heard?” 

“We won’t tell what boys we were with,” 

I told him. “I’ll promise that. They won't 
be so interested in who, once we’re back.” 

Stan drove down the side street and it 
seemed like we’d lost the patrol car for a 
moment. He’d cut his lights when he 
turned the car around and now he ducked 
Ito an alley and drove halfway through, 


ize AA—Bobby . 
SizeC,Mediuns$t ee Size D, Keevy $1.89 
hey 1RON 
s 

















POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 


Room 17X120 — 131 $. Wabash, Chicago 3, Ill. 














’ 

i 

j 

I 

] Name 
Address 
] City 
u State 
) 






first cases. 


ee 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17X120 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 


Fill out the coupon above 
and I will rush to you... 


FREE Nurses Booklet 


and Sample Lesson Pages 





IN ONLY 10 SHORT WEEKS YOU CAN BECOME A PRACTICAL 
NURSE .. . Enjoy security, independence and freedom 
from money worries. You can earn up to $65.00 a week. 


YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT... . 
mature and older women are also desperately needed. In 
just a few short weeks you should be able to accept your 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete 
information right now. There is no cost or obligation and 
no salesman will call. You can make your decision to be a 
Nurse in the privacy of your own home. We will send you, 
without obligation, 
your FREE folder “Nursing Facts”. 


your FREE sample lesson pages, and 








MARCEL IRON — 
a Am—Light .. $1.89 
. $2.29 







Plain Handles . 2.95 
Rolling Handles . . 333 


» 5, ot STOVE —$ 349 

SExten wishe.. .+- 3 fer So¢ | JUMBO 

SEND NO MONEY! |G 
' 





Just pay postman on delivery 
plus postage charges. Write 
ELLIS RAND CO. 625 
2349 Milwaukee Avenue _ 
Sent. 1811, Chicage 47. 











Professional T; wpe + $495 
STEEL COMB -straight teeth . 
BOBBY 00 
coms ‘Lo 
For pressing short hair and ends. 





Plain Hdls. $2.95 





PROFESSIONAL 


9 
font’ | Revol.Hdls. $3.49| Sass COMB — Straight Teeth 9 ao 














SUBSCRIBE TO TAN TODAY 














i 


and 





cl he 





Dept. 


OU 





PERMA -TITE 


HAIR STRAIGHTENING 
COMBS 


This amazing sew comb, used by leading 
beauty specialists the world over, has 
been acclaimed by women everywhere. 


eel a smooth natural and attractive 
appearance. 
Will not cut or tear the hair. 
Heats faster and stays hot longer. 
Made with brass teeth and copper spaces. 
The Perma-Tite process prevents teeth in 
comb from loosening. 

You have choice of two types: 
1—with fine teeth..................... costs $2.75 
2—with thicker teeth ................ costs 2.50 


GUARANTEED. Money refunded if not satisfied. 
Order yours today. Send full price, we pay postage charge 


will send new 48 page hair style booklet FREE. 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


12-P 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 


















This special deck of playing cards with 
secret code on back of each card tells YOU 
what each card is when lying face down. 
Easy directions explain code and how to 
do many kinds of “‘Magic” tricks. Use 
same deck for usual card games, such as 
poker, bridge, etc. Only $4.98. Get a deck 
today. SEND NO MONEY. Send Name 
and Address. Pay postman on arrival only $4.98 plus post- 
age and handling. WOLLISTER-WHITE CO., DEPT. SO7-M 
3016 W. VAN BUREN St., Chicago 12, Ilinois. 





MAKE HIM 


Try a few drops of cerry DE- 
SIRE .. . a little behind your ears 
. . a little in your hair. . 
bit ‘more in some seeret place... it 
will give you that wonderful feeling 
, over. This powerful perfume can 
ve you that extra push with a man 
that will make — feel differently 
ut you. You will never want to 
be without it. Quantities are limited 
$0 aie FLAMING pesres now! Complete with A -. 
directions, only $2 (3 for $5) postpaid, or C.0.D. 
postage. If a { delighted, I'll send your money right back, 
VANITY PRODUC 


TS, Dept. 
177 McLean Ave. 






Yonkers 5, N. Y. 
53 





























then let the motor idle, lights out, while 
we all watched out the back window to see 
if the patrol car passed. 

We saw it drive past the alley and Stan 
sat there a few moments, then eased slowly 
along to the other end of the alley. We 
were about fifty feet from the street when 
headlights turned in and it was either the 
same patrol car or another one. It stopped, 
blocking the alley. 

Stan stopped and swore. Then he started 
backing slow. 

“You two babes get ready. I’m going to 
pull into that area between those two ga- 
rages back there and you two get out and 
get in the shadows. Soon as we pull on 
out and the cars leave, you run home. Be 
sure you don’t squeal. though, or I'll fix 
you both but good. Be at that dance Sat- 
too, and we’ll talk things over. We 
unfinished business.” 

Becky and I got over to the doors on 
the right side of the car. The patrol car 
wasn’t coming on in, just sitting there. 
Stan turned into the areaway and stopped 
just a fraction of a minute longer than he 


urday 


got some 


would to shift before pulling out and we 
sort of rolled out and got close to the ga- 
rage before he pulled on out to go the 


other way. 

Becky was crying, softly, and I took her 
hand and pulled her around the corner of 
the garage away from the alley. We heard 
the patrol car go by and some screeching 
brakes and some shouting and a dull thud. 
but we were running through the yards not 
daring to look back. 

I knew where we were—about three 
blocks from Becky’s, straight through. We 
cut through the yards after we’d scurried 
across the street. Becky was panting, but 
I was too scared to think about breathing. 

“T’ve got to get my breath,” she said, 
hanging back. 

“Wait until we get in the alley. They 
won’t be looking for us there. 

“What if a dog barks?” 

“Let’s hope none will.” There was a dog 
in the next block. If-we could get through 


to that block, head up to the corner and 
then cut through the next alley we’d be 
in back of Becky’s house and all we’d have 
to do would be to sneak in and up to her 


room 

We rested in the alley for a few minutes 
ind we could hear the sirens but they 
sounded far away, as if they were going 
the other way. What had happened? Had 
they caught Stan and Bill? Had Stan 
wrecked the car? 

We cut through to the next street and it 
was quiet and dark as we got on down to 
the corner and around it. Just a little more. 
rhen we were in the alley and three more 
houses and we were in Becky’s back yard. 
I looked up then, for the first time. Becky’s 
house was all dark! 

[ think that was my first full breath 
since we'd seen that patrol car come in the 
alley. The sky was taking on a queer pink- 
ish grey and I knew none of the houses 
would be dark for long. 
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Becky managed to fit her key in the lock 
and we opened the door, then waited, 
hardly breathing. No one heard us. We 
slipped off our shoes, slid through the door, 
and closed it as quietly as we could. Still 
no one heard us. 

“Don’t forget the squeak in the fourth 
step.” Becky whispered. 

We stepped over the step and eased on 
up. I wanted to run but we didn’t dare. 
We had to get into that room and get our 
pajamas on, and then it wouldn’t matter if 
someone heard or saw us. 

We got in all right. but we didn’t dare 
turn on the light and it took a little bit to 
find our pajamas. I was shaking and had 
goose bumps all over and it wasn’t all cold. 
Becky kept sniffing and I knew she was 
crying again. Her face was probably a 
mess. 

“Get into the bathroom if you can.” I 
whispered. “I’ll come in a minute. See if 
your face is dirty and get some water 
on it.” 

I waited while I counted to fifty, then I 
eased out into the hall toward the bath- 
room. Luck was with us. We were just 
leaving the bathroom when Becky’s mother 
asked sleepily from their room, “That you 
in the bathroom. Becky?” 

Becky took a deep breath. “Umhm.” 

“Be sure and turn off the light.” 

Then we were back in Becky’s room and 
we could get into bed and hold on to each 
other, trying to get warm and to stop the 
shivering. Becky was whimpering again 
and I told her to stop it. 

“T can’t help it. I’m so scared. Will they 
get us, too? Did he kill that girl there 
when we left the car? Did he kill that 
man at the station?” 

“He didn’t kill the girl. I don’t know 
about the man at the station. I didn’t look.” 

“What will we do?” 

“Nothing. Get some sleep and as long 
as no one missed us. we didn’t leave this 
room after we told Evelyn good night. No 
matter what, we have to stick to that story.” 


T! WAS A LONG time before I quit shak- 

ing. Then I was getting drowsy and I 
could feel Becky shiver once in a while 
and sniff now and then, and then I was 
dreaming. 

The dreams were horrible. Becky and I 
were running down a dark alley with a 
bright light at the end that pinned us 
down as surely as gunfire. When we tried 
to stop, something pushed us on and when 
we got close to the light it looked just like 
Stan and then I'd almost wake up and lie 
there. shivering and shaking. 

After the dreams came blackness and it 
seemed we’d just gone to bed when Becky’s 
mother was calling us and I struggled up 
through that blackness like a swimmer 
fighting for the surface. 

Waking up was worse than the dreams. 
My eyes felt swollen and scratchy and my 
tongue was dry and tasted like dirty cot- 
ton. Becky looked as bad as I felt when 
we finally forced ourselves to sit up. Her 


mother was clucking over the way we'd 
thrown our clothes around and fussing be- 
cause we'd laid in bed talking for so long 
we were almost too late for church. 

I sure didn’t want to go to church. I 
rubbed my eyes and that made them hurt 
worse and I looked at Becky and she was 
about to cry. 

“T feel terrible, Mama.” she said. “We 
didn’t talk so late but I don’t think I slept 
good for a long time. Maybe we're catch- 
ing something.” 

Her mother felt her forehead. “Fine 
thing if you both come down with flu. 
There’s a lot of it around. You sure look 
terrible. [ll bring you some aspirin and 
maybe you’d both better stay in bed this 
morning, at least.” 

That was fine with me. I'd gladly take 
a dozen aspirin if it meant not getting up 
and going to church this morning. I didn’t 
feel like seeing anyone or going any place. 

We heard her folks leave and Becky 
crawled out of bed and went downstairs 
for the paper and some fruit juice. We sat 
up in bed. the paper spread out, and drank 
the juice. Then Becky switched on her 
radio. 

“T forgot my favorite program. It’s al- 
most over and I practically never get to 
hear it unless I go to early church.” 

We hadn’t mentioned the night before. 
Becky listened to the last number of the 
program she liked, then the local an- 
nouncer came on and she left the radio on 
for the news. 

The first news bulletin brought us up 
straight in bed. “Fred Graham, attendant 
at the North Branch all-night station died 
a few moments ago as the result of gun 
shot wounds inflicted by an unknown bur- 
glar Jast night or early this morning at the 
station. So far there are no clues to the 
identity of the murderer.” 

Murderer! He might as well have 
screamed the word, the way it bounced 
around that room and then sat down right 
between Becky and-me. Stan had. fired 
those shots and maybe the police didn’t 
have any clues but Becky and I knew who 
had done it. 

And we sure couldn’t tell. The man 
was still talking and I caught something 
about “stolen car” and two boys picked up. 
The boys, the announcer said, were being 
questioned in connection with a report of 
assault and rape which had taken place 
earlier last night. 

“We've got to tell, Jackie,” Becky 
moaned, snapping the radio off. “We 
shouldn’t have gone with them and we 
might get into awful trouble if we tell but 
we just have to.” 

“We can’t,” I told her. “You heard what 
Stan said. If we said anything he’d fix us. 
He killed that man and he did those other 
things and he’d probably kill us, too.” 

“He couldn’t, if we talked and they ar- 
rested them and sent them to jail. If we 
don’t, Jackie, they might get off without 
going to jail and then we might be in 
danger.” 
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I was thinking about that, too. But how 


could we tell about last night? Our folk 
would never trust us again. No one would 
ever have anything to do with us. If Stan 


and Bill didn’t get sent to jail we’d be in 
danger from them. 


“We never should have gone,” I said. 
“I didn’t want to, really. I just went to 
protect you because you were so determined 


to go.” 
; “You were anxious enough to dance with 


Stan at the dance,” Becky pointed out. Save It From The Itching Misery 
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them.” 4 

Quarreling with each other wasn’t going 
to solve anything. No matter who wanted 
to go the most, we’d gone and we'd been 
part of that night even if we didn’t attack 
anyone or pull any triggers. 
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used to play with us. She was the mother SOAP 


when we played house and the teacher 
when we played school. 

“Even if we told we couldn’t swear to 
that part,” I told Becky. “We didn’t see 
anything that time. We didn’t see the car 
or the people or anything.” 

“We know where it was and we know 
what happened.” Becky reminded. 
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dragged in and forgot to take out,” she 
said. “You ought to stay in bed until noon, 
at least.” 

“Tt’s almost noon and Jackie thought 
she’d better go home.” 

“She can stay for lunch,” Mrs. Scott 
said. “Long’s you’re up you might as well 
set the table. Maybe you'll feel better if 
you eat something.” 

I didn’t think I could ever eat again. 
We both tried but the food just stuck and 
ill we could do was drink some broth and 
half a glass of milk. 

Vrs. Scott was full of the news reports 
and the talk at church. Becky and I lis- 
tened while she told us what had happened, 
and the talk about Connie. 

“She’s in a state of shock at the hospital. 
Poor child. This might just completely 
ruin her. I’ve known people to be men- 
tally wrecked after something far less than 
this. Mike had to be given sedation, too. 
He was going to go after the boys himself.” 

“Do they know who did it?” Becky 
iske d 

“They're sure those two boys they 
picked up did even though they deny it. 
They’re no good from way back. Been be- 
fore juvenile judge any number of times 
and expelled from school early last year 
for theft and molesting girls in the lounge.” 

“They're probably in on that killing, 
too,” Mr. Scott spoke up. “You take boys 
like that, they don’t know when to stop. 
They get thrill crazy and first thing you 
know they’re kill crazy. If they den’t lock 
them up for good this time they’ll only 
do the same things again and worse. No 

will be safe.” 

Becky started crying and her parents 
looked at her. She turned to me. “I can’t 
help it if you hate me, Jackie. I’ve just 
got to tell. Everyone else will hate me 
so you might as well, too.” 

I'd come to the same decision. “I won’t 
hate you, Becky. I know we’ve got to tell, 
But I'd like to have my folks here, 
first. Would you call them for me, Mrs. 
Scott?” 

What is it you have to tell? Why are 
you erying so, Becky?” Mrs. Scott asked. 

“Better call the Bartons,” Mr. Scott told 
her, handing Becky his handkerchief. 

Becky rubbed her eyes with it and left 
the table running to her room. Mrs. Scott 
went to the phone and I went up to try to 
quiet Becky. 

“T’ve just got to tell, Jackie,” she sobbed. 

I know,” I told her. “Pull yourself to- 
We'll have to tell them everything, 
from the beginning at the dance. We can’t 


do if 


one 


any how 


too 


gether 


crying. 

Mom and Dad were there in ten minutes 
and Becky and I went down to the living 
and told them the whole miserable 

Becky sniffed a few times but she 
didn’t cry any more and I could feel the 
tears running down inside where my heart 
should be but my eyes were dry and 


room 


story 


burning. 


‘They'll probably send us to jail too 
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and you'll hate us,” Becky finished. “But 
we just had to tell.” 

“We couldn’t live with ourselves if we 
didn’t,” I explained. “What will they do 
to us?” 

Mom put her arms around me and some 
of the tears slid out. “I don’t know. The 
worst thing you two did was sneak out 
like that. Now that you’ve told us and will 
tell the police, theyll have witnesses and 
those two boys will be put where they can’t 
do any more harm. Will they charge the 
girls, Harry?” 

Daddy sighed. like he’d been through a 
terrific strain. “I don’t think so. They'll 
lecture them and probably put them on 
probation to us for two years. But they 
didn’t actually take part in any of it. 
Couldn’t you get away?” 

“We were too scared, after the first fill- 
ing station,” Becky gulped. She was snug- 
gled between her parents like I was and 
some of the horror was fading. 

“It could have been so much worse,” 
Mrs. Scott shuddered. “Will the police 
come out here to talk to them, George?” 

“I think so.” Mr. Scott went to the 
phone. “Since it’s Sunday and they’re talk- 
ing of their own accord.” 

The police came out there, a captain 
and a sergeant, and they took down every 
word of the story Becky and I told. It fit 
what they knew and what they’d been able 
to get out of the boys and it filled in the 
things the police had been working on. 

“They'll have to be present Monday 
morning to sign a statement and the judge 
will want to talk to them.” the captain said, 
standing up to go. “Because they’re so 
young their names won’t be mentioned and 
we'll have a private hearing so the press 
won’t get their names.” 

Mrs. Scott asked the question we all 
wanted to know. “Will they be charged for 
these things, too?” 

The captain said much the same thing 
Dad did. 

That’s the way it was, too. We had to go 
down to the court and the juvenile judge 
gave us a long talking to and put us on 
probation to our parents for two years. 

During that two years we can’t be out 
at night past nine o’clock unless we’re with 
our parents and we can’t go to those dances 
for three months. We have to report every 
month to the judge and we have to main- 
tain passing grades at school. 

We'll just be seventeen years old even 
then though, and we’re real lucky. So 
many other things might have happened 
during that terrible night. 

Stan and Bill were convicted on the mur- 
der charge and the rape and stolen car 
one and they’re going to be in jail for a 
long, long time. Because of the crimes 
they committed they were charged in reg- 
ular court and not juvenile court and they 
got the regular sentences. Even with time 
off for good behavior, if they get such a 
thing. they'll be real old men when they 


get out because the judge made the sen- 
tences run one after the other. 

Connie is still in the hospital but she’ll 
get out soon and she’s much better than 
she was. Becky and I went to see her yes- 
terday and she makes you hurt clear 
through. She’s still nervous and shaky and 
she looks like she’s lost twenty pounds 
and she was real thin to start with. 

She doesn’t blame Becky and me, though, 
and she’s the only one besides our parents 
and the police who knows we were with 
the boys. We wanted it that way. It won’t 
take as long for Connie and Becky and me 
to get over that night as it will for Stan 
and Bill but it will take a long time. I’m 
glad Becky and I told about it, though. 
We never would have gotten over it if 
we hadn’t. 

The two boys hadn’t told our names even 
though the police knew they had two girls 
with them. Maybe they wouldn’t have told. 
But then again, they might have, under 
questioning, and that would have been 
much worse for us. 

Or someone might have recognized us. 
Either way would have put us in there as 
part of that night. By telling about it 
without being questioned the judge said 
we showed we weren’t in on it with the 
two boys and that was the reason he didn’t 
charge us with the robberies. A couple of 
the customers at the eat place testified we 
just stood by and didn’t do anything. 

They cracked down on the dances, too. 
Now to get in you have to have a member- 
ship card which you can get only at your 
school office and the P.T.A. chipped in and 
had them printed with our pictures from 
the yearbooks in one corner. They’re real 
neat. Becky and I have ours and when our 
three months is*up we’re looking forward 
to going to the dances again. 

Our parents were real understanding, 
too. ._But when we start going to those 
dances, someone is going to meet us after- 


wards. We want it that way. THE END 





Husband Who Plays 


(Continued from Page 39) 


to change just because a piece of paper 
says he’s married? Even when he has the 
best intentions, he can’t. If nature meant 
for man to pursue women, he’s going to 
pursue them. 

Now this doesn’t mean he’s going over- 
board for every shapely doll that comes 
along. In fact, he may not ever really go 
overboard at all. But it does mean that, 
no matter how happily married he may be, 
he’s going to show some interest in some 
other woman sometime or other. It may be 
pretty innocent, like buying her lunch or a 
drink or driving her home from work. Or, 
it may be considerably more interesting 
than that. Still, that doesn’t mean it’s go- 
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ing to have any real bearing on the man’s 
marriage or how he feels about his wife. 
Women don’t understand that, but it’s 
simple. It’s just the way a man reacts, 
that’s all. And besides, he isn’t giving 
himself in the sense that a woman gives 
herself when she’s unfaithful. It is the 
male who conquers, the female who sur- 
renders. That’s why that thing that so- 
ciety refers to as the double standard 
exists. It’s not considered too impolite for 
a man to go around conquering, but for a 
woman to surrender every time she’s chal- 
lenged—well, that’s something else again. 

But what husband ever gets a chance to 
explain this sort of thing to his wife? The 
average woman expects her husband to 
keep a time schedule like the New York 
Central Railroad. If he’s forty-five min- 
utes late getting home from work, the bar- 
ber shop or lodge meeting, she wants a 
signed confession complete with eyewitness 
reports. A man spends the first sixteen or 
seventeen years of his life having a woman 
keep tabs on him, then, if he’s lucky, he 
gets a few years rest before another woman 
takes over. Considering, again, man’s basic 
makeup, it’s unnatural to keep him in 
captivity like that. 

And so a man resorts to little dodges. If 
he stops to have a beer with the boys after 
work, he says his bus was late. If he de- 
cides to drive a female friend home from 
the office for some absolutely innocent con- 
versation, he has to invent a flat tire. If 
some of the boys want to get together for a 
nice little poker game one evening, he has 
to report a crisis at the plant or the sud- 
den, serious illness of an old Army buddy. 
Should he tell the truth about any of these 
things, he’s accused of being a philander- 
er, a gambler, or a no-good louse who 
cares more about a bunch of worthless 
bums than he does his own family. None 
of which is true, of course. Man just 
wasn’t made to withstand the sort of bonds 
that women attempt to impose upon him. 

Suppose, for instance, when a fellow 
starts staying out a little late at night and 
missing a few meals at home he could just 
walk up to his wife and say: “Look, honey, 
I met this little girl a few weeks back. 
She’s a nice kid and all and we’re having 
a few laughs together. It’s nothing serious 
and nothing for you to get upset about. 
I'm not leaving home and I’m not throwing 
away any money on her. It’ll be all over 
ina few days or so, and that'll be the end 
of it so just cool it.” That would be real- 
istic and that would be honest. That would 
also be the beginning of a fight that would 
make World War II look like a Sunday 
School meeting. 

Oh, I know what some women say: if 
a man’s not ready to “settle down,” why 


| does he get married in the first place? 


Well, the usual reason that a man gets 
married is to shut a woman up. I mean, 
how many guys really go through that old 
bit of getting down on one knee and asking 


for a girl’s hand in marriage? More than 
likely, it suddenly dawns on him one day 
that the broad he’s been dating is getting 
interested in going for drives through resi- 
dential districts and pointing out cute little 
houses and looking at newspaper ads for 
refrigerators and television sets and talk- 
ing about how they could have things like 
that if they were married. Or, she’s mak- 
ing him settle for a goodnight kiss at the 
door and telling him that all that other 
sex business is reserved for married peo- 
ple. 

And then there’s those home-cooked 
meals that a guy’s girl is likely to start 
stuffing him with, even if it’s her mother 
who cooks them. And her folks start call- 
ing him “ Before the poor guy re- 
alizes what’s happening to him, he’s being 
suited up for a trip to the altar. He isn’t 
ready for marriage, he wasn’t even meant 
to be married, but married he’s gonna get. 
Is it any wonder that he starts straining at 
his leash a couple of years later? 

If you will note, up to now I have just 
talked about man’s natural instinct for 
playing and what is, for man, the unnat- 
ural state of matrimony. I haven’t men- 
tioned all the reasons a man can be driven 
to real or imagined infidelity by the very 
woman he married. I have one friend, for 
instance who is married to a woman who 
spends money faster than the government 
mint makes it. She refuses to even try to 
live within their income and she can always 
run home to her daddy for more when hub- 
by balks at the bills or just plain runs out 
of money. What obligation does her hus- 
band have to be true to a dumb broad like 
that? 

And I’ve got another buddy whose wife 
is first cousin to an alcoholic. Give her a 
sniff out of the bottle and she’s off and 
running, insulting other wives and flirting 
with other husbands. What can she expect 
of her own man? 

And then there’s that other friend of 
mine whose wife bosses him around like 
she was John L. Lewis and he was a coal 
miner. He has to get away from home 
from time to time and find him a nice little 
quiet girl to reassert his manhood. 

What I’m trying to point out by all this 
is that a man has his reasons, both volun- 
tary and involuntary, for the way he lives. 
And if women would try to understand 
him, they would both be a lot happier in 
this world. 

A woman has her needs, too; everybody 
knows that, and I guess it’s up to a man 
to try and see that they are fulfilled. But 
if fulfilling them means that a man has got 
to spend the rest of his life in a form of 
slavery for which he was never intended, 
than they are both likely to be in for a lot 
of grief. 

But it’s probably no use trying to ex- 
they just aren’t 


THE END 


” 
son. 


plain all this to women- 
made that way. 
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for the door but I ran after him. “Tom! 
You didn’t kiss me goodbye! You aren’t 
mad, are you? I didn’t mean—” 

Of course I’m not mad!” He caught 
me close and kissed me. “Just busy. I’ve 
got to rush now, honey—I promised to 
pick up a washer before eight o’clock.” 

| watched him swing the truck out of 
the double garage and drive away. Turn- 
ing back to the breakfast table, I found 
Jay studying me with odd intensity. Un- 
easy. I turned away to work at the sink. 

“Tom’s mother was afraid like that,” he 
said. “She’d rather have me chained to 
some little two-bit job—where she could 
be sure of her two-bits—than taking a 
chance for big stakes.” 

He came over to take my shoulders in a 
warm grip. “I’m glad you’re not like that, 
Betsy. You’re a wonderful girl—you can 
see beyond that cute little nose of yours. 
The best thing Tom ever did was marry 
ou. Between us, we'll show him the way 
to success.” 

[—I hope so,” I faltered, embarrassed 
inder his praise. 

Of course we will!” He pulled me into 
the circle of one arm as he patted the 

inter where I’d painstakingly cemented 
linoleum. “You know quality—you don’t 
buy chintzy stuff—you’re not afraid to 
pend money!” 

[—I thought there was plenty,” I stam- 
mered. I was painfully conscious of his 

m about me, and felt I should draw away, 
et | didn’t want to repulse a fatherly ges- 
ture if he meant no harm. 

There'll always be plenty—the banks 
are full of it. As long as they'll trust me 
all I need, why should Tom worry? 
lhe business represents more than enough 
to cover our debts. Same with the house. 
We could sell it for more than its former 
value plus cost of redecorating. Don’t you 





with 


[t sounded logical, and while I was mull- 
ing it over I forgot to be cautious about 
the way he was holding me. Suddenly his 
face tensed to a look of pain. 

Betsy!” he murmured in a_ choked 

hisper. “If only I'd had someone like you 

omeone so brave and understanding!” 

| tried to push away, but his arm tight- 
ened convulsively and he laid trembling 
fingers against my cheek. 

Don’t be afraid, darling—I know you’re 
[om’s—but he doesn’t appreciate you, 
doesn’t give you the warmth and passion 

1 need while you’re young. I’ve seen the 
coldness creeping in—” 

“Don’t!” I gasped, thrusting him away. 
“We can’t stay here if you talk like that, 
if you—” The words choked off. 
[ couldn’t quite accuse him of making love 


or 1f you 


to me 


The dark tension vanished from his face, 





So Wrong To Have 


(Continued from Page 37) 


leaving a smile. “That’s what I mean, 
Betsy. You’re on the ragged edge—my 
least touch stirs up an inner turmoil that 
wouldn’t be there if Tom filled your needs. 
You must lead him and show him, darling. 
He’s just a kid, and he’s been under his 
mother’s stolid bread-and-butter influence 
for ten months of every year. I couldn't 
fight it alone, but with you to help me—a 
woman can do wonders for a man’s libido.” 

I stared at him in confusion, my heart 
pounding a nameless fear that was some- 
how more exciting than dreadful. “I—I 
don’t know what you mean,” I faltered. 

“Yes, you do, darling—I can see it in 
your eyes. You’re a warm, responsive 
woman and you know exactly what I mean 
—but you're still afraid to face it. Don’t 
let Tom grow cold like his mother, Betsy— 
don’t settle for a goodnight kiss, or for the 
routine lovemaking that’s no better than 
a goodnight kiss before he turns his back 
and goes to sleep. Love can be wonderful 
when lovers know how to grasp it, how to 
strike fire from all the senses and find rap- 
ture you haven’t even dreamed of yet. I 
could show you, if only—” 

“No!” I finally broke the spell that had 
been holding me dumb and motionless un- 
der his flow of words. I fled from the 
kitchen, straight to our bedroom where I 
locked the door. 

He was right after me, speaking gently 
just outside. “Don’t be afraid, Betsy—I 
won’t touch you against your will. I only 
want you and Tom to find all the rapture 
your marriage can offer—and I know 
you're ‘missing it. If I’ve been too bold, 
please forgive me.” 

I didn’t answer. nor did I unlock the 
door. I heard him walk away. then the 
station wagon purred out of the garage. 

We've got to get out of here, I thought 
wildly—before something terrible happens. 
It was wicked io discuss intimate things 
with Tom’s father, yet with Jay seeming 
so young, and physically so much like Tom, 
there was an excitement in it that built up 
within me like a threatened explosion. It 
was the promise of rapture with Tom that 
set my imagination on fire—the rapture 
I’d felt from the first we were missing. I 
yearned for the ravishing ecstasy that my 
romantic dreams had always associated 
with love’s fulfillment—and Jay seemed to 
know the secret. What was more perturb- 
ing, he somehow knew that Tom and I had 
missed it. He sensed the frustration that 
made me tremble at his touch. 

Again I resisted the conviction that I 
should tell Tom about Jay’s overtures and 
put an end to our association. I couldn’t 
bear to disillusion him in the father he’d 
always loved and admired. Besides, their 
partnership gave us the best chance we'd 


ever have for financial success. In the 


month that followed I saw Tom’s conf. 
dence restored in his father’s business 
methods. They were happily companion. 
able again and the lines of worry eased 
out of Tom’s face. 

One evening as we ate stew I’d made 
of a leftover roast, Jay pushed his plate 
back and said, “I’m getting awfully tired 
of this hogwash sort of diet. Can’t we 
have steaks again, Betsy? We’re doing 
okay at the store. Ask Tom!” 

Tom smiled sheepishly. “I should’ye 
told you—-Jay knows more about business 
than I do. The debts I worried about . ., 
well, people owed us money, too, and when 
it came in, and Jay made some big sales 
at the store. we came out ahead.” 

“So you see?” Jay challenged. I me’ 
his eyes squarely for the first time since 
the too-intimate discussion that sent me! 
flying to my bedroom. I’d been avoiding , 
him ever since, pleasant when Tom was 
around, but shutting myself in my room 
when Jay and I were alone. Now beyond 





the challenge in his eyes I sensed a plead. 
ing for friendship, and I felt my defenses 
melting. ' 

The phone rang and Tom went to the’ 
hall to answer. Jay reached across the cor. | 
ner of the table to lay his hand on mine. | 
“T’ve missed you, Betsy. Don’t be mad at 
me any more.” 

“T’m not mad at you,” I told him, still 
meeting his gaze. : 

“What then? Afraid of me? Or of yous! 
self?” 

I snatched my hand from his and stared 
down at my plate as Tom came back into 
the room. 

“T thought I was going to have an eve 
ning at home,” Tom said ruefully, “but 
the refrigeration went on the blink down at 
Dan’s frozen food lockers, so I'll have to 
find the trouble before all their merchan.’ 
dise is ruined.” 

“If you’d hire the help I suggested,” tas 
said, “you wouldn’t have to handle these | 
overtime jobs. You could stay home with 
Betsy.” 

Tom shrugged and hurried through his 
dinner, giving me a cool peck of a kiss on 
the forehead when he left. As we heard 
the truck drive off, Jay shook his head 
sadly. “You’ve hardly been married six 
months, and that’s the kind of a kiss you 
get! You shouldn’t put up with it. Betsy!” 

“It’s different when we’re alone! You've 
got to quit saying things about—about his 
lovemaking. We’re happy!” 

“That’s all I want.” he said gently, “for 
you and Tom to be perfectly happy in yout 
love. But I can’t believe you are. You att 
more like brother and sister than a paif 
of lovers.” 

“You don’t know a thing about it!” ! 
choked, jumping up to stack a pile o 
dishes and carry them to the kitchen. | 
heard him come after me with another load 
and I kept busy at the sink, rinsing the 
dishes under the faucet. 

“You're such a cute little thing—and ® 
loyal.” he murmured, close enough for m 
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to feel the breath of his words in my hair. 
I kept on working, so tense that every move 
was jerky. Then I felt the soft warm print 
of his lips on my bare neck, and the shock 
of sensation it sent through me was like 
a wave of pain. 

“Don’t!” I cried, hearing the crash of 
the dish I dropped as I whirled about to 
face him. “Don’t touch me!” 

He stood there calm and unmoving, the 
indulgent half-smile giving his mouth a 
sad curve. “Do you know why you can’t 
bear my touch, Betsy? You’re so starved 
for love that any man’s touch—that is, any 
man who appeals to you physically—could 
set your nerves on edge. Tom doesn’t real- 
ize what his neglect is doing to you!” 

“Why don’t you tell Aim—instead of 
me?” I cried furiously, but my voice had 
lost its power and came out in a breathless 
tremolo. He moved closer, making me a 
prisoner against the sink. 

“I’ve tried to, Betsy, but he won't listen. 
We used to discuss things intimately— 
women, sex. the technique of love. But 
that was before he met you, before he fell 
in love. Since then he’s reverted to his 
mother’s stiff-necked ideas—and that can 
ruin your marriage if you let it. You'll 
never experience the unspeakable thrill 
that comes with love’s complete fulfillment 
—the ecstasy that brings a shout of joy. 
It’s the greatest thing you'll ever know, 
Betsy—it’ll lift your marriage out of the 
bread-and-butter class that settles for 
little pecks of kisses when you say goodbye 
or—” 

“Don’t!” I gasped. trying to dash past, 
but he caught me. 

“Don’t what?” he demanded softly. 
“Can’t you bear to know what you’re miss- 
ing? Can’t you understand it takes a 
woman to teach some men how to love? 
Yet how can she teach what she doesn’t 
know? That’s why some marriages stay on 
a cold-porridge level as long as they last— 
and they only last until some warm-blooded 
woman comes along who can show the man 
what he’s missing. Believe me, Betsy. it’s 
your happiness—yours and Tom’s—that 
I'm concerned about. Can’t you trust me?” 

I was trembling with a weakness that 
made it impossible to fight my way out of 
his arms. I longed for the rapture he was 
talking about—I longed for it every time 
Tom took me in his arms, especially when 
he made love to me in the night. Some- 
times I almost thought I was going to reach 
ittimes when Tom hadn’t been working 
too hard, so his lovemaking was more leis- 
urely, more ardent. But always there was 
the vaguely disappointed feeling that it 
had ended too soon—before I’d reached the 
heights of bliss of which I was capable. 

“Trust me, Betsy,” Jay kept murmuring 
urgently, while yearning memories con- 
spired with his trembling touch to set all 
my senses afire. When he cupped by chin 
to foree my face upward, I shut my eyes 
to avoid the hypnotic spell of his gaze— 
but all my defenses crumbled to helpless 
surrender when his lips claimed mine. It 
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was too much like one of Tom’s kisses 
grown more authoritative and demanding, 
more sensuously stirring. Something leaped 
to burning life within me and for a breath- 
less moment I was clinging to him while 
a yearning sob racked my body. 
Struggling to resist this wildness, I tore 
myself from his arms and ran, staggering, 
to the bedroom. This time I wasn’t fast 
enough. Before I could shut and lock the 
door he had me in his arms again and be- 


tween fiery kisses he was murmuring, 
“Betsy, darling, you want this too—you 


want it as much as I do! Then you'll know 
the wonderful experience . . .” 

It was like a nightmare, the weight of 
his body forcing me to the bed while my 
blood raced with the fevered yearning that 
had never quite reached the promised 
heights of bliss. I felt such a terrible, trem- 
bling need to find that elusive ecstasy that 
[ almost yielded to Jay’s insistent passion. 
\lmost—but not quite, for with his lips 
burning mine, his breath a low moan, his 
experienced hands seeking intimacy I'd 
known only with Tom, I suddenly woke up 
and knew, with a sense of loathing, there 
could be no rapture in treachery like this 

there could be no true ecstasy for me 
Tom and our love. 

Somehow, somewhere, I found the 
strength to free myself from Jay’s maul- 
ing before it was too late. 

“Get out!” I sobbed, pushing a chair 
between us when he came after me still 
panting with passion. “Get out—and don’t 
you ever dare touch me again—or I'll go 
straight to Tom and tell him!” 

“[ wouldn’t advise you to say anything 
to Tom,” he said gently. “Some day you'll 
understand that all I want is your happi- 
Betsy-—yours and Jay’s. Some day 
you'll let me show you—” 

“No!” I cried, for he was moving closer 
igain. | picked up the chair as if to throw 
it, and he ducked out the door. 

‘Use your head, honey,” he begged be- 
fore closing the door. “Don’t spoil things 
for Tom now, like a little fraid-cat. I won’t 
hurt you—I told you I’d never take you 
igainst your will.” 

But next time it might not be against 
my will, I thought fearfully as I heard him 
go slowly upstairs. I had come so close 
this time. For a few crazy moments I had 
craved the ecstasy he promised. He might 
not try again soon, but some day, if I con- 
tinued to be frustrated in my response to 
lom’s lovemaking, Jay would tempt me in 
1 vulnerable moment .. . 

I've got to get out of here, I thought 
wildly, dragging out a suitcase, packing it 
hurriedly. I checked the grocery money 
ind found I had enough for a bus ticket. 
Leaving Tom a note saying I had to go 
home for a while, I phoned for a taxi and 
got to the station just in time to catch a 
bus going north. 

[ tried to think sanely as I curled up 
in my seat and watched the moon-flooded 
landscape roll by. Maybe I'd been a fool 
to take sudden flight like this. Tom would 


without 
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demand an explanation—and what could I 
tell him? I’d been afraid to stay—afraid 
that after I calmed down again I'd forget 
to be wary of Jay and his power to arouse 
my desires. Yet if I told Tom why I had 
fled, he’d be painfully disillusioned in both 
his father and me, and probably lose the 
best chance he’d ever have to own a suc- 
cessful business. All because his wife was 
a stupid teenager who couldn't keep his 
father in line! Surely there was a way out 
of this without ruining everything for Tom! 

To my surprise, Tom’s mother was at 
the station to meet me in the morning. 

“Tom thought you might be on this bus,” 
she said after she’d kissed me warmly. She 
was gentle and poised as ever, but her eyes 
were worried as they probed mine. “Tom 
can’t understand why you ran away, Betsy. 
He phoned your parents first, but they said 
they hadn’t sent for you. Jay has made 
him think he failed you in some intimate 
way. Couldn’t you have discussed that with 
Tom instead of his dad?” 

“Oh, I didn’t!” I choked. “I mean—I 
can’t tell Tom about it without ruining 
everything!” 

“Then maybe you'd better tell me,” she 
said, patting my shoulder. “Let’s go home 
first and have some coffee.” 

It was so early that no one else was up 
as we sat in the breakfast nook with steam- 
ing cups of the coffee she’d left perking. 
She listened quietly while I told her the 
whole story of Jay’s lovemaking, including 
the reason I’d found myself too susceptible. 
The lines deepened in her face and her 
eyes were brimming with tears when I fin- 
ished. 

“It’s partly my fault, Betsy,” she said 
in a choked voice. “I should have told Tom 
the truth about his father long ago. Jay 
is no good—he has no scruples where 
women are concerned. I found it out early 
in our marriage, but I hated to destroy his 
faith in his father. Can you understand 
that, Betsy?” 

I nodded, for I 
meant, 

“T didn’t realize you and Tom were go- 
ing to live with him—until you were al- 
ready there. Maybe I should have said 
something even then—but I couldn’t be- 
lieve he’d go after his own son’s wife! | 
thought there was some limit!” 

“T shouldn’t have let him get started!” 
I moaned. “I mean, I should never have 
let him get the slightest idea that he could! 
That’s why I feel so guilty. There was that 
weakness in me—the craving for—for more 
than I was getting from Tom’s love.” 

“Look, Betsy, there’s something you 
must understand,” she said earnestly. “I 
guess lots of girls go into marriage with 
the same idea—I know I did. I thought 
love’s fulfillment was something that came 
all at once—that you reach all sorts of 
dizzy heights the very first night. But it’s 
seldom like that. Love is something that 
grows more wonderful as you become ad- 
justed to each other. You find the thrill of 
complete fulfillment through a deep and 
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intimate knowledge of each other. One way 
you don’t find it is by the technique Jay 
thinks he learned through promiscuity! 
Don’t let him fool you!” 

I gazed at her through my tears. It was 
that simple, I thought with a feeling that 
I understood at last. All I had needed was 
the patience to wait for our love to grow 
into its breathtakingly wonderful possibili- 
ties. It had been growing, I knew as I 
looked back to see how much closer our 
lovemaking brought me to fulfillment in 
recent months than it had at first. But I'd 
been blind to that in my impatience, and 
I'd let Jay make me think I was missing 
something. 

“T'll be safe now,” I said shakily. “Jay 
can never tempt me now that I understand. 
I'll go back and—” 

“No, you can’t just go back,” she said. 
shaking her head. “You've got to tell Tom 
the truth—give him a chance to decide 
whether or not he wants his father around. 
I’m sure he won’t.” 

“But that'll break up their business to- 
gether!” 

“What of it? Isn’t your marriage more 
important than any money he could make 
in business with a man who isn’t above 
wrecking it? Don’t you trust Tom to be 
a success without help from Jay?” 

“Of course!” I exclaimed, wondering 
why I’d worried about it. “He can still 
get a job with the power company, and 
even if he doesn’t make as much money 
at first, he will some day!” 

She smiled. “Show him that faith when 
he comes. He should be here pretty soon. 
for he planned to start driving right after 
he called me on the phone. Tell him the 
truth, Betsy—about everything! That’s the 
important thing in marriage. Keep the 
lines of communication open between you 
by never blocking them with secrets. You 
need full understanding of each other to 
reach that fulfillment you crave.” 

I knew she was right when Tom ar- 
rived later and listened to my confession 
with an understanding heart that I should 
have trusted from the first. It took a while 
for him to overcome the shock and disap- 
pointment of finding out what his father 
was really like, but when he was finally 
able to accept it, he did just what we 
expected—broke up the business partner- 
ship with his father and made a more mod- 
est start on a career of his own. 

What we had needed, I thought with my 
new understanding, was a frank talk with 
Tom’s mother. I guess lots of teenagers. 
when they fumble through their first inex- 
perienced attempts at married love, could 
profit by a conference with a wise parent 
or counsellor. In many cases, though, they 
fumble their own happy way to the under- 
standing that makes love complete, and | 
know Tom and I would have too if I hadn't 
let his father plant the seed of dissatisfac- 
tion in my ignorant heart. That seed is 
uprooted now, and our love is growing as 
it should. Best of all, I know it will keep 
or. growing as long as we live. THE END 
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Chained To Disaster 


(Continued from Page 25) 


husband’s. Make love? Make love with a 
sick man? A man whose eyes blazed fever 
and who moaned in his sleep with pain? 
Lovemaking was feeling the strength and 
sureness of a strong man, knowing he 
would protect you, care for you, knowing 
you were safe. Make love with David? 
I couldn't! 

But I couldn't hurt him, shame him. I 
couldn’t make him less of a man. although 
to me. he was really no more a man at all. 
He was just a shell. an image of my father. 

That first time was a nightmare. I tried 
not to ery out. but [ couldn’t help myself. 
I was disgusted and close to being fright- 
ened. David lay shaking with anger after- 
wards, smoking a cigarette with trembling 
hands. 

And the next morning, it seemed to me 
that he was more bitter, his voice harsher 
and more angry than ever. He demanded 
more from me—had me waiting on him 
every second. 


OMETIME that winter, I began to think 
of having a child. A baby would give 
our lives and our marriage new meaning. 
perhaps even draw us back together. We 
didn’t have much money. but I could still 
type at home. even if I had a baby to care 
for. I talked to Dave’s doctor about it, and 
he seemed to think it was a wonderful idea. 
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He said there was no medical reason why 
David and I couldn’t conceive a child. 

That time, it was I who approached 
David. I went into his room, after I’d given 
him his vitamins and helped him to bed. 
I had planned to say 
thing that would at once let him know 
what I wanted, and at the same time stir 
him with desire. 

But it didn’t work out that way. I stood 
by his bed, feeling absurd and half-naked 
in my thin nightgown. “David,” I said 
clearly, “I’d like us to have a child. Could 
we try? Please?” 

He looked at me with angry eyes. He 
turned on his side. moving his slender 
body with difficulty. And then, I reached 
over and kissed him, making my lips ten- 
der, forcing my body to press against his. 

Our love-making was a thing of bitter- 
ness and anger that night. Surprisingly, 
David stirred an almost forgotten flame of 
passion in me, and afterwards, I felt 
ashamed for having given myself so freely 
and openly. There was no tenderness in 
his caress. He was expert and passionate 
but I felt that he despised me. 

Our son was conceived that night. For 
awhile, David seemed very happy, and a 
little more like his old self. But by the 
time Ronnie was a year old, things be- 
tween David and me were as sour and 
painful as they’d been before my _preg- 
nancy, 
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A ND NOW. we were spending our sixth 
-% summer with our child. Five of those 
summers had been miserable. My wanting 
little Ronnie to learn to swim and do fancy 
diving at the park pool, my pride in his 
learning to ride a two-wheel bike that I'd 
bought second-hand, when he was only 
foul 

“leave him alone. Mary!” David said to 
me one night, his face drawn with rage. 
“Can’t you stop pushing him? He’s only 
six years old—not sixteen! Give him a 
chance to enjoy being a kid!” 

I didn’t say anything, but the thought 
was as clear in my mind as if I had spoken 
it. You’re jealous, David. You’re jealous 
of your own son! Because he is whole and 
strong and beautiful and already we can 
see that he’s going to be a tall, strong, 
big-shouldered man. And because your own 
feelings of being a man have left you. 
you're jealous! 

And knowing that, believing it—I pitied 
David. I didn’t want to pity him. I wanted 
to love him. But the seeds of bitterness 
ind unhappiness were sown so thickly in 
our midst that there was no room for love. 
We didn’t know how to bring back love. 

Three short, angry blasts from the car 
horn brought me back from my thinking. 
The kettle was steaming, and I had the 
beds all made up. I hurried outside to the 
ar. David was sitting there, his face 
drawn and angry. “Help me inside, Mary.” 
he said shortly. “These damned _ braces 
ire killing me!” 

[ helped him in, then I untied his wheel 
chair from the top of the car. It took me 
1 long time to do it, and by the time I'd 
done that, Ronnie was hungry. So I had 
to make sandwiches before we all finally 
got to sleep. 

I slept on the couch, so that I wouldn’t 
disturb David’s rest. As I lay there, hear- 
ing the sound of the waves lap the shore, 
1 strange sense of loneliness swept over 
me. David and I made love, but not often. 
ind always with a kind of animal need. 
What had happened to those nights—be- 
his illness—when I'd felt so loved 
und protected and safe? David had been 
like a young god then. 

David, David, my silent heart cried. 
What's happened to us? How can we be- 
gin again? I want to—I want to! But 
how could there be happiness for me with 
David? David—poor David—who lived in 
1 world of braces and medicine and pain 
ind despair? 

The next morning was so bright and 
beautiful that I was determined to make 
it a good day, no matter what kind of a 
mood David was in. Ronnie wanted to go 
wimming right away, and I said yes, al- 
though I knew David probably wouldn’t 
like it. Ron had been swimming for al- 
most an hour by the time David got up. 

“Where’s Ron?” he asked gruffly. sip- 
ping 

I was bent over, putting the heavy braces 
on his legs for him. “He'll be in any min- 
ute. He—he went for a little swim.” I 
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stood up and smiled down at David. “I 
thought that maybe later—we could all go 
fishing.” 

“All?” he said, looking past me, a 
vaguely bitter smile on his mouth. “Don’t 
tell me you’ve made friends with the neigh- 
bors already.” 

“No.” I said, my face stinging with an- 
ger. “I haven’t even seen the people in 
the next cottage. I—I meant us, David. 
You and Ron and me. There’s a boat out 
there—I guess it comes with the cottage.” 

His voice was very flat. “I can’t get into 
a boat.” he said. “If anything ever hap- 
pened, I’d be sunk, literally.” He looked 
at me. his thin face suspicious. “Or maybe 
that’s what you want. You'd be rid of me 
for good, then. You could collect on my 
GI insurance and you'd be in good shape. 
Right, Mary?” 

I turned away from him and began 
breaking eggs into the frying pan. “Please. 
David,” I said, trying to keep the annoy- 
ance out of my voice. “I do wish that 
every time I suggested something, you 
wouldn’t—spoil it. I just thought it might 
be nice for the three of us to do something 
together. that’s all.” 

There was a little silence. “Okay,” he 
said finally. “I’m sorry I jumped you.” 
Suddenly. his voice took on a slightly eager 
edge. “Mary—do you think if I tried 
walking a little——every day—that maybe 
I’d be able to—” His voice trailed off 
hopefully. 

“Perhaps,” I said, not looking at him. 
“But the doctor seems to think you won't 
ever be able to walk without help.” I knew 
that I sounded cruel and unfeeling. but 
why get his hopes up? If he failed, as he 
was sure to, then he’d feel even worse. 
He’d be in even worse spirits. 

I heard the smooth sound of his wheel 
chair as he spun it abruptly around. “I'll 
be on the porch.” he said. “Tell me when 
you’re ready to go to the boat. I don’t 
want any breakfast.” 

Go ahead, I thought wearily. Go ahead 
and sulk! I should have known this vaca- 
tion wouldn’t be any fun. 


WAS DOING THE DISHES about an 

hour later when I looked out the kitchen 
window and saw a woman come out of the 
cottage next door. She was about my age 
—-pretty in a thin, slight way, and she was 
wearing a bathing suit. She stood there, 
calling to someone, and I watched, won- 
dering what she was like. I was glad she 
was near my age. It would be nice to have 
a girlfriend for the two weeks that we'd 
be here. 

Then, I heard a child’s voice, and I 
caught my breath. How wonderful! Maybe 
there might be someone for Ronnie to play 
with! / hope it’s a little boy, I thought. 
I didn’t like Ronnie to play with girls. It 
didn’t seem manly. 

The slender woman went 
and in a few minutes she came out, carry- 


back inside, 


ing a child. He seemed much too big to be 
carried. She held him very tightly. and 


about all I could see of him was his shin- 
ing, black hair, and his merry, thin little 
face. He kept pulling at her bathing cap. 
as if he were teasing her, and when she 
put him down gently onto the sand, they 
were both laughing. 

I had a sudden urge to go outside and 


speak to her. I hurriedly finished the 
dishes, leaving them stacked to dry, then 
I went in and put on my bathing suit. 

I stood there, on the little screened-in 
back porch, suddenly feeling shy. | 
watched as the woman plunged into the 
lake and swam around awhile. Then, she 
called to the boy, and I watched as he 
thrust his sand shovel into the sand and 
stood up. 

Then, my heart froze. He stood on one 
tan, well-shaped leg. The other was cut off 
at the knee! 

I felt sick to my stomach, seeing that. 
I closed my eyes and sat carefully down 
on the cracked cement step. Why does it 
always follow me? I thought. Why does 
sickness and abnormality seem to seek me 
out? I'll bet if there were fifty sick or 
crippled or dying people in a town, most 
of them would live in my block! 

I had stood up and was ready to go back 
inside, but suddenly I heard the woman 
calling to me. I turned around, trying to 
mask my face into a normal, cheerful smile. 

“Hi,” the girl said, coming up to me. 
Her eyes were dark and she extended a 
slim, tan hand. “I’m glad we’re going to 
be neighbors. My husband only gets up 
weekends. Are you a week-day 
widow too?” 

“No.” IT said, my face flushing. “My 
husband is—crippled. We’re on vacation.” 

Surprisingly. her smooth, friendly face 
didn’t change. “Oh? Does he play check- 
ers? My little boy Tommy loves checkers. 
I don’t suppose your husband wants to be 
bothered with a small boy, but if he gets 
lonely—Tom’s really awfully good for a 
seven-year-old.” 

“T have a son, too,” I said. Somehow. 
she seemed so sweet that I didn’t want to 
hurt her. “Our boy’s six.” 

She smiled at me. “Wonderful! Bring 
your clan over for a fish supper this Friday 
night. My husband gets in around six or 
so. So we can bed the kids down on the 
floor or something.” 

I didn’t tell her that Ronnie always 
stayed up pretty late. After all, he was 
more like an adult than a little boy. 

“Thanks,” I said uncertainly. What 
would David say to an invitation like that? 
He hardly ever wanted to go anywhere or 
see anyone. “I—I’ll have to ask my hus- 
band. Sometimes he doesn’t—feel well.” 

“Okay.” she said easily. “If you decide, 
just yell. Tommy and I are out on the 
beach quite a lot.” 

Her little boy called to her then, and I 
watched, my stomach churning, as the 
child hopped towards us. His mother stood 
there, not helping him, and finally he 
reached her side. I tried not to look at 
the bottom part of him. 
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“Guess what?” his mother said, putting 
a casual arm around him. “A little boy 
has moved in here. Maybe you'll get to 
play together.” She looked at me. “Does 
your boy like to play in the sand? Make 
castles and things?” 

“J--I guess so,” I said. 
later.” 

For awhile, I thought that our fishing 
excursion that afternoon was going to be 
a success. David seemed more relaxed and 
better-natured than he had for months. 

But as we pulled into shore (David had 
insisted on rowing, although I was worried 
for fear he’d exhaust himself and have a 
bad night) we saw the little boy from next 
door playing on the sand. He saw our 
boat, and waved to us, and we all waved 
back. Then, he stood up and hopped to 
the edge of the sand. 


“T’ll see you 


“Mom,” Ronnie said, his voice edged 
with fear. “What’s the matter with that 


boy’s leg?” 

I said nothing. My mouth felt like ashes. 

“There’s nothing wrong with the one 
he’s got,” David said. “But he’s only got 
one. He gets around pretty well, though, 
doesn’t he, Ron?” 

I could feel David looking at me. I 
knew that my face had gone pale, and that 
my hands, folded in my lap, were trem- 
bling, but I couldn’t help it. 

As I helped David to bed that night, he 
suddenly caught my hand. “Ronnie had a 
good time playing with that kid next door,” 
he said. “You don’t like that, do you, 
Mary?” 

“T didn’t say I didn’t like it, David.” 

“But you don’t.” His voice was very 
hard. “I know how it is with you, Mary. 
You don’t like freaks. You don’t like peo- 
ple who are sick or hurt.” He sat halfway 
up in bed. “Mary—will you stop trying to 
make a man of Ronnie? The kid’s just a 
boy.” His voice lowered. “And for God’s 
sake—will you stop trying to make a sick, 
milk-sop boy out of me? I’m still a man 
—or could be!” 

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said 
evenly. I poured his medicine out on a 
spoon for him. I felt lonely and lost and 
jittery. I needed a strong man’s arms 
around me. I needed to be loved and com- 
forted—and there I was, pouring medi- 
cine out on a spoon, just as I’d spent most 
of my life doing! 

I was surprised when David said he’d 
like to go next door for supper, that next 
Friday night. All in all, it was a very pleas- 
ant evening. 

Eva, the girl next door, and her husband 
were very nice. The relaxed, friendly at- 
mosphere was good for David, I decided. 
He seemed cordial and almost gracious. 
Afterwards, as I wheeled him home, I 
found that I was humming. 

“Mary,” David said, as I bent to take his 
leg braces off, “will you tell Ron not to go 
near that railroad trestle? Eva said she’d 
had a devil of a time keeping Tommy away 
from it. Trains go by there four or five 
times a day.” 


I unsnapped the last brace and put my 
hands under David’s armpits, to help him 
into bed. “Ron wouldn’t go near it,” I said 
confidently. “He’s got too much sense to 
play around a railroad track.” 

I pulled the covers over David and 
leaned down and kissed his cheek. 

“Goodnight,” I said, and I went out of 
his room and closed the door softly. 

But I found myself wondering if, had I 
stayed, perhaps David would have wanted 
to make love to me. Perhaps this time, it 
would be different. Maybe there would 
have been some tenderness and kindness 


to it. Maybe I wouldn’t be—empty feeling 
inside, like David wasn’t really a man 
at all. 


But it was too late. When I opened his 
door again, I saw that he was asleep. 


HE NEXT TWO DAYS were rainy. 

David sat sullenly in his wheel chair 
on the screened-in porch most of the time. 
Ronnie and Tommy played once, but it 
seemed to me that they argued more than 
they played. There was a musty smell all 
through the cottage and my nerves feit raw 
and edgy. 

Eva came over one afternoon. She 
slipped out of her raincoat and grinned 
at me. “This weather got you down? We’ve 
learned to expect it, I guess. But Tommy’s 
the one it’s hard on. He loves the sand. 
And he loves walking.” Seeing my face, 
she added softly. “Honestly—when that 
child gets his artificial leg on, he’s usually 
off somewhere into mischief!” 

We had coffee, and about eleven, she 
left. The rain had stopped, and the sun 
was peeking through the clouds. “Looks 
like it might be an okay day after all,” 
Eva said. “I'll bet the fishing’s real good!” 

That gave me an idea. Maybe another 
fishing excursion in the boat would cheer 
David up! I packed a nice picnic lunch, 
then I rounded up Ronnie and told him 
to ask his Dad if he wanted to go fishing 
in the boat. 

I was standing at the sink, filling the 


thermos, when David wheeled his chair 
into the kitchen. “The water’s pretty 
choppy,” he said. 


“It'll be all right,” I said. “Don’t worry 
—we won't go far out.” 

But the water was choppy, more so than 
I'd thought. David rowed us to the other 
side of the lake. keeping pretty close to 
shore. Ronnie was all wound up, eager to 
go to the middle of the lake, where there 
were a few sailboats. 

The afternoon hadn't turned out as I'd 
hoped. The waves made the tiny boat lurch 
sickeningly, and Ronnie kept after his 
Dad to go to the middle of the lake. David’s 
heavy leg braces seemed to be bothering 
him, and sweat poured down his face as 
he rowed. 

“T’ve had it for the day,” he said finally. 
“Let’s head for shore.” 

I thought he’d go back around the edge 
of the lake, but he didn’t. He cut across it. 
Ronnie kept standing up, and David’s voice 
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was sharp and angry as he ordered Ronnie 
to sit down. 

We were at the center of the lake when 
a sudden wind blew up. The sky was quite 
dark. and it looked as if it might rain any 
second. The boat rocked and swayed in 
the wind. Once, we nearly tipped. and I 
felt my stomach lurch in sudden fear. 

“Took, Dad.” Ronnie said suddenly, and 
he stood up and pointed. “I can see a 
speedboat!” 

David yelled at him to sit down, and I 
moved suddenly. my arms stretched out to 
make Ronnie sit down. In that instant, a 
sudden wave slapned against the side of 
the boat, and it tilted far to the left. I 
must have screamed. I reached for Ron- 
nie. but in that second, the boat tipped 
completely over, and the next thing I knew. 
I was under the water. 

I surfaced immediately. I’d swallowed 
water, and my nose and _ throat 
burned. I looked around frantically for 
David and Ronnie. Ronnie was about eight 
feet or so away from me, treading water. 
His little face looked panicky. 

I couldn’t see David. Dear God, I 
thought, those braces—those heavy braces 
on his legs! 1 went under the water, look- 
ing for him. I thought I saw something 
move and glimmer, something that might 
have been the silver-colored braces on his 
legs. but I wasn’t sure. I came up again, 
and Ronnie had floated further away from 
me. He was crying. and hitting the water 
with his hands. 

“Swim!” I yelled. my voice an order. 
“You can swim, Ronnie! Head for shore!” 
[ wanted to go for him, but I thought of 
David, pulled under by the steel on his 
crippled legs— 

[ swam around under the water, looking 
for him. Finally, I was sure I saw him, and 
| headed that way. I was an average swim- 
mer, but I couldn’t seem to hold my breath 
very long. I had to keep bobbing up. Once, 
I saw Ronnie, still slapping at the water 
with his hands, and I tried to call to him. 

When I reached David, he was on the 
bottom. I grabbed his shirt and tried to 
pull him to the surface. He slipped away 
from me, and finally, I took hold of his 
hair. I pumped my legs with every ounce 
of strength in me, and after an agonizing 
few seconds, we reached the surface. Da- 
vid’s eyes were closed; his mouth hung 


some 


open 

{ cupped my hand under his chin, and 
swam slowly and painfully toward the cap- 
sized boat. I somehow managed to drape 
part way across it, then I looked 
towards shore for Ronnie. He should be 
there by now. Surely he’d have 
enough sense to run to Eva’s cottage for 


him 
nearly 


help! 

But I couldn’t see Ronnie anywhere. 
Could he have made shore by that time? 
And gotten clear up to Eva’s. Something 
inside my head seemed to burst and shat- 
ter, sending shivering lines of fear all 
through me. 

What if he hadn’t been able to make the 
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shore? What—what if he’d gone under? 

I opened my mouth to scream his name, 
but just then, David’s heavy, weighted 
body began to slide back into the water. 
I couldn’t leave him—if I didn’t hold onto 
him, he’d surely slip back off the boat and 
into the water. He wasn’t dead, thank God 
—I could feel the rise and fall of his back 
as he gasped for breath. But where was 
our boy? I started to take my hands from 
David’s back. I had to go back under the 
water and look for Ronnie. 

Then, I saw Eva’s screen-porch fly open, 
and I saw her run down to the pier and 
start her out-board. She was coming for 
us! Ronnie must have made it—he must 
have told her we needed help! 

And even in that moment of fear and 
horror, I told myself that my son was more 
man than boy—that surely, he’d been able 
to swim to shore, that surely he was safe! 

Eva was beside us in a few minutes. She 
grabbed hold of David and expertly pulled 
him into her boat. 

“Can you make it, Mary?” 

“Yes,” I said, panting. I swam over to 
her boat. 

She looked at me with frightened eyes. 
“Where’s Ronnie?” 

My fingers seemed to freeze as they held 
onto the side of her boat. “Didn’t he— 
didn’t he tell you—didn’t he come to your 
cottage?” 

We looked at each other. And then, al- 
most in the same second, we both went 
into the water, looking for Ronnie. 

It was the sheriff's patrol who finally 
found him, four hours later. I don’t re- 
member too much about it. I remember 
the sounds of David’s sobbing. and the 
gentle. quiet voice of Eva, and I remember 
hearing someone scream, over and over, 
and I knew it was me, but I couldn’t stop. 


UR SON was buried back in Pember- 

ton, our home town. He was buried 
next to my father and mother. That same 
afternoon, I heard David in his room, mov- 
ing about, and then I heard a loud crash. 
I got up from the couch and tried to run 
into his room, but I couldn’t run. [ still 
felt like I was mixed up in some kind of 
a nightmare. 

David was on his knees, pulling himself 
to his feet. his hands holding onto the 
dresser. 

“T’m all right.” he said. “I fell, but I’m 
all right.” 

“David,” I said, my 
“What were you doing?” 

He looked at me, his eyes stricken. “I 
was trying to walk,” he said quietly. “You 
need someone to look after you, Mary. I— 
I’m trying to help myself be able to do 
that.” 

I looked at him and my mouth trembled. 
Did he think that I could find any kind of 
happiness now that our son was dead? 
Didn't he know how I felt about sickness? 
How I loathed and feared it? And David’s 
sickness had killed our son! If it hadn’t 
been for those leg braces of David’s, one 


voice toneless. 


of us could no doubt have saved our boy! 

That next week, we drove back to the 
cottage, to pack our things. 

I didn’t want to go, but I knew we had 
to. David couldn’t drive a car, although 
he walked, slowly and painfully, out to the 
car, his wheel-chair sitting empty in our 
living room. 

I stayed up all night that first night. 
packing. Eva came over the next morning, 
her face thin, her eyes dark with pity. She 
didn’t say much. She helped me tie up 
some boxes, and left a plate of sandwiches 
on the table. 

Just before she left, she put her hand 
on my arm. “Don’t blame yourself, Mary.” 
she said gently. 

I looked at her, my heart dead and cold. 
“T thought Ronnie could make it,” I said. 
“I thought I knew what he was, that he 
was strong and good at things like swim- 
ming.” 

She put her arm around me. “You just 
have to try to stand it,”she told me. “That’s 
what I told myself when we found out that 
Tommy had cancer in his leg.” 

I began to cry uncontrollably. 
you’ve still got your boy!” 

Her eyes were very bright, her voice 
very steady. “Yes—for awhile. But the 
cancer is spreading. The doctors told us 
that we may have him another year, but 
that’s all.” 

“Eva,” I said, my voice a whisper. “I— 
I’m so sorry!” 

She smiled at me. “I'll still have Jim,” 
she said, “and he’s a wonderful husband. 
We're lucky, Mary. Some women don’t 
have a husband to lean on, when they lose 
a child.” 

I walked slowly into the living room. I 
could hear David in the bedroom walking 
slowly and painfully around. How much 
sooner could he have gotten out of that 
wheelchair if I’d only encouraged him, if 
I’d given him hope, instead of pity, love, 
instead of transferring my fear to him? 

I covered my face with my shaking 
hands. You’re trying to make a man out 
of our boy, and a milk-sopping boy out of 
me, David had once told me. 

At six o’clock, I called David out to the 
kitchen for supper. He came slowly into 
the room, carefully putting his braced legs 
in front of him. 

“T think I'll go for a little walk before 
we start back,” I said carefully. “I want 
to—to think about some things.” 

His eyes were gentle. Even his voice had 
changed, as if he understood what I was 
going through. “I'll try to finish up the 
packing,” he said. 


“But 


HE SUN WAS setting as I walked 

along the beach. I passed Tommy, sit- 
ting on the sand. He looked up at me, his 
thin little face eager. 

“Mom says I can’t play with Ronnie,” 
he said. “She says you’re movin’ back to 
town.” 

“That's right,” I said. “We are.” 

He stood up and began to hop alongside 
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me. I stopped and looked down at him. 
Then. impulsively, I put my hand on his 
hand. “You be good,” I said. “Don’t go 
doing anything that might get you hurt. 
You mind your mother, will you?” 

“T like to walk,” he said, grinning at me. 
“When I strap that ole’ leg of mine on, I 
can walk good as anybody. Ronnie’s Daddy 
walks now too, don’t he? But not as good 
as me.” 

I heard Eva call to him then, and I went 
on along the beach, walking slowly. 

I sat on the sand for awhile. and then 
I looked at my watch. In that instant, I 
heard the long, shrill whistle of the diesel 
engine over on the track. It crossed the 
trestle at around seven-thirty. I glanced 
at my watch briefly and stood up. If we 
left by eight. we could avoid driving in 
the dark. 

The sound of the train sounded lonely, 
and I turned around and raised my head, 
to watch it cross the trestle. Then, my 
heart started hammering. 

A boy was up on the trestle. He had 
shiny black hair and was wearing little 
blue pants. Tommy! 

I stood there. my feet like lead, my mind 
spinning. I watched as he limped along, 
then bent to pick up a stone and toss it 
into the lake beneath. It must have taken 
him an hour to climb up there—up that 
steep, weed-choked hill. He moved along 
the side of the track, then stepped on it, 
balancing himself expertly with his arms 
flung out. He fell once, stood up, inspected 
his leg—which one? Which one—his own 
leg or his “good ole” artificial leg? Dear 
God, I thought. he’s going to die! That 
train’s going to hit him! 

I began running then. I ran and pumped 
my arms to make me run faster. First the 
sand under my feet, wet still from the rain, 
then the weeds on the steep hill. Twice, I 
fell, and I clawed at the ground, the weeds, 
anything, to get back on my feet. 

When I reached the top, I put both my 
hands on the steel posts of the trestle and 
took a deep breath. I could see the train— 
see it as it rounded the curve near the 
trestle. Any second now— 

“Tommy!” I screamed. “Tommy—” 

He heard me, thank God. He turned 
around, saw me. and waved. 

But he didn’t move. He stood there, 
smiling and waving at me, his back to the 
train. I lunged over the abutment like a 
mad-woman. I think the engineer on the 
train must have seen us, because as I 
leaped for Tommy, I heard a terrible hiss, 
as if the air-brakes had been applied. 

We rolled over to one side, and I felt 
my arm smash against the steel of the 
bridge. The pain went through me like a 
knife, but I lay there, Tommy squeezed so 
tightly in my two arms that I could feel 
him erying. 





And then, the train had passed us, over 
the trestle. When it got to the other side, 
it wheezed to a stop. 

I sat up, still holding Tommy in my 
arms. He was yelling his head off. “You 


busted my leg!” he screamed, and fear 
shot through me. Then. I watched as he 
lifted his jeans and showed me. 

One of the joint from his artificial leg 
had snapped and hung there, like a broken 
mechanical doll’s leg. 

I must have been laughing with relief. 
because Tommy suddenly wiggled away 
from me. “That’s my bestest leg.” he said 
accusingly. 

The engineer and two other men were 
hurrying towards us. I told them we were 
all right, and after a little while. they left 
us, their faces still scared and white. 

I carried Tommy down the hill and 
across the sand. “I guess I’m not still mad 
at you,” he said softly, his little face 
against my ear. “I'll make up.” 

I stood there. still holding him. I—I 
who feared and hated sickness and death 
—I stood there holding a crippled, dying 
child in my arms, my tears running onto 
his little shirt, my voice shaking with love. 

“Don’t cry.” he said. “I'll get a new leg. 
And Mom says that when I go to heaven. 
I'll get two new legs!” 

“Yes,” I said, and I looked into his face. 
“And you and my Ronnie can play together 
—you can do all the things that you've 
never been able to do, and he never got 
to do.” Surely, I thought, if God is as 
merciful as I believe Him to be. surely 
He’d let a child whose mother would never 
allow him to play baby games. and a boy 
who had only one leg play together in 
eternal sunshine! 

Eva’s face was stricken when I knocked 
at her door. “He’s all right,” I said quickly. 
“But you ought to make him go without 
TV or something for 
about that train-trestle.” 

She took him in her arms and her eyes 
were warm and grateful. “Thanks, Mary,” 
she said. “Thanks for giving us another 
year.” 


not minding you 


AVID WAS sitting on the front porch 

when I opened the door. He looked 
at me, then he blinked. “What—what hap- 
pened?” 

I swallowed. “I guess I just found out 
about love,” I said foolishly. “A little boy 
with only a year to live hasn’t given up— 
and yet, I never tried to help you from 
not giving up, David.” Our eyes met and 
locked. “I guess,” I said slowly, “there’s 
a world of difference between duty- 
love.” 

I watched, as my husband slowly raised 


and 


himself from the porch swing and put one 
heavy, braced foot in front of the other 
until he had reached my side. And then. 
his arms were around me, his mouth eager 
and warm on mine. I had lost my son—but 
he was in God’s loving hands now. And 
from that loss I had learned that love is 
not made up of pity or duty. Love gives— 
love accepts. 

My arms tightened around David. Per- 
haps one day he would walk without the 
braces. But in the meantime. we had found 


THE END 


each other again! 
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I Might As Well Be Bad 


(Continued from Page 33) 


whole future was ahead of me. 

Mom and Dad were wrong, though. The 
kids weren’t willing to give me a chance. 
All the tears I’d shed hadn’t been enough. 
Giving up my baby hadn’t been enough. 
They intended to make me go right on 
suffering. I just didn’t see how I could 
stand it. 

If it hadn’t been for my folks I wouldn’t 
have tried. I’d never have gone back to 
school that second day. I was sixteen now 
and I could get a job. But I knew that 
would break their hearts. 

The next day in school Lynn came up 
to me. “I’m sorry about yesterday, Della,” 
she said. “I don’t hold what happened 
against you, but Mom—well, you know 
how mothers are. She’s afraid I'll get a 
bad reputation too if—” 

“Never mind,” I snapped. “I don’t need 
you. I don’t need anyone.” 

After that I walked with a chip on my 
shoulder. I pretended I didn’t care what 
people thought of me. But, oh, how deeply 
I did care. I was sick inside. Sick with 
the need to belong—to be liked and re- 
spected. 

I guess that’s why I was eager to accept 
Ruth Ladley’s friendship when she finally 
offered it to me. Ruth was a plain girl, 
tall and thin. She wore ugly clothes and 
no makeup. I knew it was because she 
belonged to some odd religious sect. I’d 
always considered her the worst kind of 
drip, as the other kids did, but this day I 
was so lonely that when she gave me a 
hesitant smile I smiled back warmly. 

She came right over to me. “I’ve been 
wanting to be friends with you, Della,” she 
said, “but I was afraid you wouldn’t be 
interested. I think it’s a shame how every- 
one’s treating you. Our Lord forgave sin- 
ners. What right has anyone else to be 
unforgiving?” 

So even Ruth wasn’t offering me pure 
friendship. She was trying to do her Chris- 
tian duty, in helping to lift up a fallen 
woman. But I was so desperate to talk to 
someone that I told her gratefully, “That’s 
a wonderful attitude for you to take.” 

We strolled off to a deserted corner of 
the school grounds and had our sandwiches 
together. I used to eat in the cafeteria, but 
lately I couldn’t bear to go in there. where 
it seemed that every eye was on me. 

“We have a nice young people’s group 
in our church,” Ruth told me. “We meet 
early Sunday evening, before church, and 
we sometimes have a social evening during 
the week. Would you like to go with me 
Sunday?” 

For a minute I was afraid to say yes. 
What if I'd be expected to get up and 
confess my sin in public, or something 
like that? 


Then Ruth said, “Nobody from Lincolh 
goes to our church. It would be a chance 
for you to really get away from your past,” 

“Does that mean you wouldn’t tell any. 
one?” I asked. 

“Of course I wouldn’t tell,” Ruth said” 
“I’m trying to help you to a new start.” 

Although she sounded a little goody. 
goody, I just about loved her in that mo! 
ment. A chance to be with young peopk_ 
again—young people who would treat m_ 
with respect, and perhaps even get to like! 
me before long! kf 

Mom and Dad were as happy about j 
as I was. I'd tried to hide my unhappines 
from them, but I guess I hadn’t been ven) 
successful because Mom had tears in he; 
eyes when I left the house the following! 








Sunday evening and Daddy’s voice sounded 
all choked as he said, “Good-bye. honey-| 
and good luck.” 


THE CHURCH of the True Gospel wa! 

a small, shabby building in one of the 
poorest parts of town. It was the onl) 
church of that denomination in town, - 
people came from all over to attend it) 
Some were almost in rags, and _ some 
seemed quite prosperous, though all wor 
plain clothes and the girls and womer 
wore neither jewelry nor makeup. I’d wor 
just a touch of makeup. with Ruth’s ap 
proval, because I told her I'd feel like: 
hypocrite otherwise. 

The young people’s meeting was held it 
a small room in the church. There wer 
hymns, and a short talk by one of the leaé 
ers of the group, and then came the socii 
hour. There were refreshments, and th, 
kids gathered in little groups, talking an_ 
laughing, just about like kids anywhere 
Ruth was popular here, not left out ¢ 
things as she was at school. so she didn’ 
have much time for me. 

I was beginning to feel pretty left oul 
myself, when a boy came up and gave mt) 
a friendly grin. “Greetings,” he said. “ani 
welcome to our little group. This is youl 
first time, isn’t it? Oh. my name’s Clif 
Ryan.” 

I gave a delighted little giggle. “Is 
Della Rhodes,” I said. I hadn’t felt 9) 
happy. so alive, in ages. Cliff was a goo 
looking boy, with a copper tone to his ski 
and dark brown eyes. He had a short, put! 
nose that gave him a cute, little-boy lo 
but his height and build were so mati 
that I felt thrilled at being so close to hiv 
He didn’t have the woe-begone look 
some of these kids, either. He was cleat 
cut, and his manner was respectful, be 
there was a hint of mischief in those eye” 

Cliff led me over to the refreshment! 
ble, and though I was too excited to 
hungry now, I managed to get down 
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sandwich while we talked. I found out 
that he was seventeen, and a senior at 
Poly High, which was across town from 
Lincoln. I was so glad of that! It was so 
wonderful to see respect in a boy’s eyes 
again instead of pity or scorn. I couldn’t 
bear to think of Cliff ever finding out 
about me. 

I hadn’t meant to stay for the church 
service, but I did because Cliff asked me 
to. His parents came for this, and he in- 
troduced me to them. 

“Mom and Dad, this is Della Rhodes,” 
he said. Then he introduced them as Mr. 
and Mrs. Pearson. I guess I showed my 
surprise, since his name was Ryan. After 
we were seated he explained in a whisper 
that they were his guardians, rather than 
his parents. 

“I was taken away from my folks when 
I was just a kid.” he said. “They—were 
drinkers, and I guess they neglected me. 
The court put me with the Pearsons, and 
they’ve been swell to me.” 

I smiled a little to show him how glad 
I was that he’d gotten a good home. Then 
the service started. 

Later, Cliff whispered to the Pearsons 
and they both looked at me closely. I 
found myself being sorry for the tiny bit 
of makeup I was wearing. But either they 
didn’t notice it, or they weren’t as severe 
as they looked because they nodded their 
heads and a minute later Cliff asked if he 
could drive me home. 

“Sure,” I said happily. 

Cliff's car was old, but it was clean and 
polished. He drove fast but carefully. 

“Have you been attending the Church 
of the True Gospel in some other part of 
the country?” he asked me. 

“No, Ruth told me about it,” I said. 
“T’ve always belonged to another church.” 

I'd been baptized in another church, but 
the truth was I’d hardly ever attended it. 
But I didn’t dare let Cliff know that. If he 
knew I’d just turned to religion he might 
suspect there was a good reason. 

“We don’t get many converts,” he said. 
“Most people these days like to have more 
fun than our doctrine allows.” Then he 
went on to ask me if I liked the Church 
of the True Gospel, now that I'd seen it. 

“Oh, very much!” I told him. “Ill cer- 
tainly be back next Sunday.” 

“Good.” he said. Then he added with a 
laugh, “Now I know a girl doesn’t have 
to be plain just because she’s religious.” 

Cliff put his hand on my bare wrist just 
before I got out of the car. His touch was 
light at first, then his fingers tightened 
almost convulsively. He bent toward me 
and I thought he was going to kiss me. 

He didn’t though. He got control of 
himself and said good night. I thanked 
him for the ride and ran into the house. 
It was lying in bed later that I realized 
how giad I was that he had wanted to kiss 
me. I guess I’d had some doubts that a 
deeply religious boy had the same instincts 
as other boys. It was wonderful to know 
he di, at the same time I was sure that 


I’d never have any trouble handling him. 
A boy like that wouldn’t want to sin, nor 
would he ask a girl to. 

I was so grateful to Ruth for this new 
chance at happiness that I didn’t hesitate 
to be best friends with her after that. She 
did tell me, though, that she had some 
doubts as to whether Cliff had a true re- 
ligious conviction. 

“The Pearsons are true believers, with- 
out any doubt,” she said, “but I’ve some- 
times wondered about Cliff. He’s never 
quite entered into the spirit of the church, 
it seems to me. He didn’t inherit the best 
traits, of course. his parents being drunk- 
ards.” 

“He seemed very sincere to me,” I told 
Ruth. “And he seems as fond of the Pear- 
sons as if they were his own parents.” 


LIFF CALLED ME twice during the 

week, once just to say hello, and the 
second time to ask me if I'd go to the 
church picnic with him on the following 
Sunday. 

“I'd love to!” I told him. 

He called for me around noon on Sun- 
day. I was so proud of him—and proud 
of my folks, too, as I introduced them. I 
could see that Mom and Dad liked and 
trusted him right away. Of course know- 
ing that he was so religious helped. My 
folks had started going to church, too. 
after my trouble. 

The picnic, held in a grove far out in 
the country, was the most fun I could re- 
member having in a long time. Maybe the 
Pearsons and the others were plain and 
rather solemn. But it was a golden day 
in mid-fall, and the picnic tables were 
Jaden with good home-cooked food, and— 
today I was sure of it—Cliff and I were 
falling in love. 

After lunch we strolled off by ourselves. 
And soon my hand was in his... I'll 
never be quite sure of how it got there. I’m 
not sure, either, who was the first to sink 
down by the fallen log. For a while we 
talked quietly, about unimportant things. 
Then there was a sudden silence, and the 
next thing I knew Cliff's arm was around 
my shoulder. 

I felt myself trembling. I knew if I 
didn’t push his arm away it would tighten 
around me. And that wouldn’t be the end 
of it either. Oh, I knew so well what could 
happen when a boy and girl were close in 
each other’s arms. I knew far more about 
it than I should. 

And that’s why I didn’t push Cliff away 
immediately. An innocent girl isn’t afraid 
of a kiss or two. And I must remember 
that that’s what Cliff thought me to be. 

“Della,” he whispered. Then his arms 
were around me. His lips brushed along 
my cheek, then came to rest against my 
mouth. I could feel the quickened beat of 
his heart .. . 

“Stop it! 
sharply. I jumped to my feet, glaring at 
him angrily. Oh, I wasn’t really angry 
with him. Only with myself. because I 


Leave me alone!” I said 


knew too much. I knew the dangers of 
petting—knew that I couldn’t trust my 
own emotions. 

He ran a hand through his hair. “I’m 
sorry, Della,” he said. “But the way I feel 
about you—” 

“That’s no excuse,” I said stiffly. 

“T know,” he said. “A girl like you nat- 
urally doesn’t accept any excuses. But I 
really didn’t mean any harm.” 

“I’m sure you didn’t,” I said more softly. 
“But, as you say, a girl—just can’t be too 
careful.” 

I tried not to feel like a hypocrite. But 
after that I couldn’t help feeling guilty 
when Cliff's attitude showed me that he 
thought I was practically an angel. I could 
tell he had a very passionate nature, but 
after that he kept his kisses as soft as a 
baby’s. He was plainly afraid that I’d stop 
going with him if he got out of line. 

“Tll have to tell him some day,” I 
thought. “Ill have to tell him the truth 
about myself.” But I told myself there 
was time enough if things really got seri- 
ous between us. 

As time went on I knew they were get- 
ting serious. I visited his family, and he 
visited mine. We went out together twice. 
even three times a week. We went mostly 
to church affairs, since even movies were 
forbidden by his sect. 

It was quite a while before I found out 
that Cliff was at least in partial rebellion 
against the religious beliefs he had been 
brought up in. We drove by Lincoln High 
one night when it was all lit up for a dance. 
We could hear the music coming over the 
loud-speaker, and I felt such an urge to 
dance, myself, that I couldn’t blame Cliff 
when he said almost bitterly that he didn’t 
see anything wrong in dancing. 

“I don’t see anything wrong in a lot of 
things the Church of the True Gospel for- 
bids,” he said. “I don’t even see anything 
wrong in taking a drink. Sometimes I 
think I’d been better off if the court had 
left me with my own folks.” 

I didn’t know what to say, so I remained 
silent. And it took Cliff only a minute or 
two to work himself out.of his mood. Giv- 
ing a little laugh he said, “I’ve got nothing 
to kick about. after all, I guess. If I could 
run around like most guys you wouldn’t 
want to date me, and your folks probably 
wouldn’t let you, even if you did.” 

Oh, yes, the Rhodes family was so strait- 
laced! It was just too bad it had taken 
an illegitimate baby to make us all that 
way. This was one of the times when I 
couldn’t help feeling guilty about being so 
different from what Cliff thought I was. 

I didn’t let on, though. “That’s right,” 
I said. I was thinking that if we could get 
around and mix with the regular school 
crowd it wouldn't take Cliff long to hear 
the truth about me. Somebody would be 
bound to talk. 


NE SATURDAY night, a couple of 
weeks later, Cliff called to take me for 
a ride. As soon as we were in the car I 
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found out that he was in another bitter 
mood 

‘I had the dickens of a time getting out 
tonight.” he said. “It seems that riding 
around in a car just for fun is real wicked. 
\ll a person should do is drive to church 
ind home again.” 

I thought the Pearsons were all wrong 
in being so strict, but I figured I'd only 
be making him feel worse if I said so. So 
[ told him I guessed he’d just have to be 
patient until he got a little older. 

| don’t feel a damned bit patient,” he 
said. While I was still gasping over hear- 
ing him use an oath he went on savagely. 
‘I feel like showing them a thing or two.” 

He was stepping hard on the gas, so 
that we'd already reached the edge of 
town. We were just going by the big drive- 
in when he suddenly gave the wheel a 
sharp turn. 

Drive-ins are wicked. too,” he said. And 


before I could answer he’d swung into a 
parking place. He tooted the horn and 


1 car-hop came running. 

“Hamburgers and cokes,” he ordered. 
’s Drive-in was a hangout for the 
high school crowd, but it wasn’t quite eight 
yet, so it was too early for them to be mak- 
the scene. Most of the cars held family 
groups. My big hope was for us to eat 
ind get away from there before any of the 
high school kids I knew did show up. 

Cliff was in no hurry, though. He even 
insisted on ordering a second round of 
okes. “This is living, huh?” he said. 

I—I don’t think we should stay too 


Smithy 


in 


[ said nervously. 
He laughed and patted me under the 
hin. “I guess this is the wildest thing 


iong, 


ver done, huh?” 

J—just about,” I mumbled. 

“’m going to do 
( even wilder. I’m going to put 
1 dime in the juke box,” he said. And even 
though I protested, saying we should leave, 
out of the car and went over to the 


ou ve c 


He laughed again. 


ymet! ing 


uke box that was just inside the big open 
front doors. 

Then two things happened at once. The 
uke began to blast out a popular tune, 
carload of kids drove up and parked 
Cliffs car. I saw, with a sickening 
lurch of my heart, that the driver of the 
car was Jeff Lassiter. Ever since I'd gone 
back to school, after my trouble. he had 
been my worst tormentor. He’d never pass 
ip a chance to make some dirty crack 
when he passed me in the halls. “How’s 
the little mother?” he’d sneered only the 
other day. 

There was another boy with him, and 
two girls. They all looked around to see 
other kids were there, and of course 
they spotted me, though I’d ducked as low 
in the seat as I could. There was some 
whispering and giggling, then Jeff yelled 
Della, who you with? The 
father of your child, I hope!” 

They all screamed with laughter, but I 
paid no attention because Cliff had just 
ome back to the car and all I could think 
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of was for us to get away in a hurry. 

“Come on, Cliff—let’s go,” I said. 

He paid no attention. He was staring 
furiously at Jeff and those other kids. He 
didn’t know what it was all about, but he 
knew they were laughing at me for some 
reason. 

“What are you staring at?” Jeff said 
belligerently. “If you go out with a tramp 
you got to expect—” 

With a savage growl Cliff was around 
the car and pulling Jeff out from under 
the wheel. “You're going to apologize to 
Miss Rhodes, you punk—” he panted. 

Jeff gave an ugly laugh. “What for—for 
telling the truth? Everyone in Lincoln 
High knows—” 

He didn’t get to finish. Cliff's fist 
smashed into his mouth. Then the next 
moment Jeff had snapped Cliff’s head back 
with a blow to the chin. 

I jumped out of the car, screaming. And 
I guess it was my screams that brought the 
special policeman that the drive-in kept on 
duty on Saturday night. 

“Hey. you kids, break it up or I'll send 
for the wagon,” he said. He shoved Jeff 
back in his car and motioned Cliff to get 
back in his. 

“lll meet you out in back of Lincoln 
High and we'll finish this!” Jeff yelled at 
Cliff as he drove away. 

Cliff didn’t answer. His face had a dazed 
look as he slowly pulled out of the park- 
ing place. 

Jeff's car disappeared in the direction 
of Lincoln. Cliff started to follow. but I 
pulled at his sleeve. “Please just take me 
home.” I said. 

He seemed to come out of his trance 
then. “What was that all about?” he said. 
“Even while I was fighting with him I had 
the feeling there must be something to 
what he said.” 

“Tm not a tramp,” I choked. “but—oh, 
Cliff. I guess I have to tell you. When 
when I was just fifteen I got in trouble with 
a neighborhood boy. I had a_ baby 
Somehow I got out the whole story. finish- 
ing lamely. “I was going to tell you some 
day—” 

He laughed harshly. “I bet you were! 
When you got through making a fool of 
me, huh? Little Miss Untouchable! I 
couldn't lay a hand on you! And all the 
time—" 

“Chi!” J 
missed sideswiping a car. He was driving 
like crazy. And he wasn’t taking me home. 
He was heading out of town... . 

“Take me home,” I sobbed, when he'd 
righted the car. Oh, I didn’t blame him 
for being angry and hurt, but still my 
heart just about broke at having my sweet. 
adoring Cliff shouting at me like this. “You 
won't let this spoil things between us. will 
you?” I begged. “It’s true I made a bad 
mistake, but—” 

He laughed again, not quite so harshly. 
In fact, he slowed the car and put his arm 
around my shoulder. “No, I don’t see why 
it should spoil things between us at all,” 


screamed, as he narrowly 


he said. Then he went on in sort of an ex- 
cited way, “You know, I always did think 
there was something a little bit different 
about you, Della. Different from any of the 
church girls, anyway. I guess that’s what 


attracted me to you. . .” 


I didn’t exactly like what he was saying, 
but it was better to have him talking like 
this—to have his arm around me—than to 
have him shouting and insulting me. I 
relaxed my head against his shoulder. 


‘THEN WE WERE down by the river and 

he’d stopped the car in among some 
wiliows. And his lips were on mine, fever- 
ish and demanding, as they’d never dared 
to be before, and his hands were clawing 
at my clothes. 

“Stop it!” I cried. “How dare you?” 

“Please, Della,” he panted. “I don’t care 
about your past. [ll keep right on going 
with you. Only you’ve got to give me what 
you gave that other guy. . .” 

I couldn’t answer him. I couldn’t fight. 
I could only draw deep, throat-tearing sobs 
until finally he said. “Oh, for Pete’s sake!” 
and let me go. 

He dropped me in front of my house 
without even saying good-bye. 

I didn’t tell my folk what had hap- 
pened. [ told Ruth that Cliff and I had 
broken up, but I didn’t tell her why. I 
didn’t see much of her because I stopped 
going to school regularly. I was a differ- 
ent girl after that night when Cliff insulted. 
then dropped me, because of my past. I 
felt marked. in a way I never had before. 
I began to think I was bad. Sometimes I 
even wondered why I hadn’t given in to 
Cliff. What was I trying to prove, anyway 

that I was a good girl? Nothing in the 
world would ever make me that again. 

I got so | hung around town during the 
day. I'd go to a movie, or I'd sit at a soda 
fountain, drinking cokes and reading a 
magazine. It was at the fountain I went 
to most often that I got acquainted with 
Bill Granger. He worked behind the coun- 
ter. and I could hardly believe it when he 
began to show an interest in me. He was 
twenty-three, and a college student. I soon 
found out. He had morning classes, plus 
several evening classes. He worked at the 
fountain from noon till three o’clock. 

“And what are you doing with your life? 
Shouldn't you be in high school?” he asked 
me one day. 

I shrugged. “School’s a drag,” was all 
I said. 

He grinned. “I guess a girl can get by 
figuring that way, but a guy’s dead these 
days without an education.” After a mo- 
ment he went on, “A guy’s got to have a 
little recreation, though. Ill be through 
here in a few minutes. Mow’d you like to 
take a little ride?” 

1 looked at him. He was nice-looking, 
the dark, stocky type. There was a gleam 
in his eyes that frightened me a little. He 
was no kid, and if he picked up a girl 
like this— 

“So what?” I thought. I was sick of 
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hanging around like this, sick of my brood- 
ing thoughts. Recreation, he’d said. Well, 
I needed some recreation too. “Okay,” 
I said. 

We got in his car and he just drove 
around. After a while he said, “I share an 
apartment with another guy. He has after- 
noon classes.” 

“Oh?” I said nonchalantly, though my 
heart was pounding with anger and shock. 
I hadn’t thought he’d be this crude about 
it. 

“I thought you might like to come up 
and hear some records,” he said. “I’ve got 
some good ones.” 

“Not today, I’m afraid,” I told him 
coolly. 

He gave a little laugh. “I knew I was 
rushing things. Suppose we take a ride 
out to Ashton?” 

Ashton was a honky-tonk town about 
twenty miles away. Its bars and restau- 
rants and amusement arcades catered to 
the farm laborers, as well as the wilder 
element in that whole part of the country. 
Right now it sounded like fun. I nodded 
my head, and soon we were on the open 
highway. 

I heard myself laughing shrilly as we 
went from one concession to another. It 
hardly sounded like me at all. But it was. 
The real me. The one I might as well get 
used to being. Bill could hardly keep his 
hands off me, and I didn’t try too hard to 
make him. 

“This is just the beginning, isn’t it?” 
he asked, when he dropped me downtown. 

I could hardly look into his dark eyes, 
they had such raw desire in them. But I 
managed to mumble, “Sure.” 

He caught my chin in his hand. His 
touch was not gentle. “But don’t keep me 
waiting too long, baby. You’ve been 
around, so there’s no excuse. And I don’t 
go for the teasing game.” 

I'd been around. Those words keep 
echoing in my ears, as I walked home. So 
it showed that plainly. I felt as if I were 
drowning in shame and despair. 

But I went back to the fountain. I kept 
going out with Bill, sometimes in the after- 
noon, sometimes at night. I lied to my 
folks, saying I was meeting Cliff. I’d told 
them his car had broken down, explaining 
why he couldn’t pick me up. I learned to 
smoke and drink, and Bill never knew that 
I was learning. I let him believe the worst 
about me in everything. Never again would 
aman revile me because I’d deceived him 
by playing innocent. 

The petting got deep and dangerous. 
But at the last minute I’d always call a halt. 
“What’s the idea?” he’d croak hoarsely. 

I had a variety of answers and I spoke 
80 forcefully that he didn’t insist. I had 
to get home and do some studying or I’d 
be kicked out of school. It was the wrong 
time for me. A girl didn’t want to be too 
easy, 

One afternoon I got in his car. He was 
strangely silent. He didn’t say where we 
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My make-up stays fresh without retouching 


“*As a receptionist, I am constantly 
on view to the public, and 
can’t retouch my make-up often. 
With Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as my make-up 
base, it isn’t necessary. It keeps 
me looking fresh all day.”’ 


Clina Wather 


Philadelphia, Pa. 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you look- 
ing your freshest and best at all times— 
without bothersome retouching. 

® Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 
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were going, as he started to drive. I sat 
beside him, my nerves on edge, though I 
didn’t know quite why. 

Then he stopped the car in front of a 
dingy building—an apartment house—and 
turned and looked challengingly into my 
eyes. “This is my apartment. Are you com- 
ing in with me? It’s now or never,” he 
added grimly. 

A shudder ran through me. I’d known 
all along this moment was bound to come, 
but now that it had I wasn’t prepared for 
it. I'd gotten so I depended on Bill for 
companionship more than I’d ever de- 
pended on anyone, because I had no one 
else now. Even my folks seemed like stran- 
gers. It was good to breeze along in the 
snappy convertible, to talk and laugh. It 
did my ego good to know that a smooth 
college man wanted me so badly. 

But he wanted me right now. There 
could be no more stalling. “I can’t do it,” 





WISE OBSEQUY 


Don’t look back 

At that or this 

(Like a halo 

In a kiss) — 

Paint a twinkle 

Cross the mouth, 

Learn to hunger, 

Hide the drought... . 

A heart on sleeve 

Is a foolish keeping— 

Bury love 

With hidden weeping. 
—Gladys Martin 





I thought. Then the next minute I thought, 
“Why not? What have I got to lose?” An 
old saying came to my mind: “You might 
as well have the game as the name.” That 
did it. No man would ever again consider 
me decent, anyway, so what difference did 
it make what I did? 

I managed a half-grin. “Let’s go,” I said. 

We walked up two narrow flights of 
stairs. We walked down a dim hall and 
Bill fitted a key into a lock. We were in 
the apartment. It was dark and messy. 
The wall-bed was down, and it didn’t look 
like it had been made for days. A dozen 
odors mingled in the air, all stale, all 
disgusting. 

Bill looked at me and gave a little laugh. 
“It’s kind of messy at that, isn’t it?” he 
said. “Come on, I'll fix you a good stiff 
drink—” 

He led me farther into the room. I kept 
telling myself frantically, “I’ve got the 
name. I might as well have the game.” 
But still my muscles were tensing. Some- 
thing was rising inside of me—an anger, 
a strange feeling of pride—a sure con- 


viction that I didn’t belong here, no matter 
what I’d done in the past, or what anyone 
thought about me. 

I was decent. Yes, I was decent whether 
anyone in the world besides me thought so 
or not. It isn’t what people think about 
you that counts the most. It’s what you 
really are. I'd thought I had nothing to 
Jose by coming up here. But I had every. 
thing to lose. My self-respect, which was 
the most important thing of all. 

I jerked my arm away from Bill’s grasp. 
“T’m leaving,” I said. 

He turned on me furiously. “I told you 
I’ve had enough of your stalling. I—” 

I started to leave, but he blocked my 
path, his eyes dark and menacing. 

“Not yet,” he said quietly. “You’ve been 
stringing me along for some time, but your 
time’s just about up now.” 

I started to push past him, but he stood 
firmly in my way, and there was some. 
thing in his eyes that really frightened me. 
Suddenly the one thing I wanted was to 
get out of there, more than anything else 
in the world, and I didn’t care how I did it. 
Without thinking I struck out blindly, and 
succeeded in knocking him off balance. 
Then I pushed past:him and hurried out 
of the room. 

In a few minutes I was home. My heart 
was lighter than it had been for a long 
time. When Mom met me at the door | 
started to smile. Then I saw the worried 
look on her face. 

“Della, the school called me this after- 
noon. They told me that you’ve been miss- 
ing more classes than you’ve been attend- 
ing—” 

I put my arms around her and kissed 
the worry lines in her forehead. “I have 
been, Mom, but please believe that I won't 
any more, and don’t ask me to explain.” 

She looked deep into my eyes for a mo- 
ment, 
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then she said gently, “I’ve known | 


there’s been something wrong lately. I'm | 
glad it’s all right now, dear.” 
I'm going to school regularly now. I’m | 


holding my head up. Some of the kids still 
give me a bad time. but that doesn’t bother 
me so much now. And some of the kids are 
beginning to show signs of being friendly 
again. There’s a new boy in school named 
Nick Payton who smiles at me every time 
we meet in the halls. I think he'll soon 
ask for a date, and I mean to accept. | 
don’t know whether he knows about the 
trouble I was in or not. I rather think he 
must because of loud-mouths like Jeff Las 
siter. But he doesn’t seem to hold it 
against me. 

I was foolish to let the reaction of a boy 
like Cliff nearly ruin my life. I know now 
he was pretty mixed up himself, torn be- 
tween his natural impulses and a too-stricl 
religious upbringing. I hope he straight- 
ens out. And I hope my story may help 
some girl who went through the trouble 
I went through to hold onto her pride and 
to have faith that some day a man will 
come along who'll be loving and under 
standing. THE END 
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Don’t Hate Me—Pity Me 


(Continued from Page 29) 


I couldn’t ask too many questions about 
him at the office because Bart insisted on 
the utmost secrecy about our relationship. 

I phoned his apartment time after time 
but got no response. I finally decided that 
Bart must have gone out of town on a 
business trip, but ordinarily he would have 
let me know; at least said goodbye. My 
injured feelings gave way to anger, then I 
became frantic with worry. By Friday I 
was so upset I was ready to ask my boss 
to report Bart as a missing person. I was 
positive something awful had happened to 
him. Otherwise, why hadn’t he been in 
touch with me? 

Friday afternoon, just before quitting 
time, I went into the art department, pre- 
tending to be on an errand. I casually 
mentioned to one of the men that I hadn’t 
seen Bart recently and wondered aloud 
where he might be. “Who knows?” he 
laughed. “That wolf might be howling 
down in Mexico!” 

“Mexico? But why? I mean—on a busi- 
ness trip?” 

He gave me a wink. “Monkey business. 
Sheila, darling! Mexico has _ senoritas, 
Hawaii has hula girls—with a skirt-chaser 
like Bart, who knows where he’s pursuing 
his favorite hobby? Anyway, I can’t keep 
up with him. I’m a married man.” 

His words only upset me the more. I 
suddenly felt dizzy and swayed against the 
desk, my hand to my eyes. “Hello, Sheila,” 
I heard a deep, melodious voice say. I 
looked up and saw Larry, a large port- 
folio under his arm, heading for the door. 
“Larry!” I called out, hurrying after him. 

“How are you?” he asked politely. 

“I’m worried stiff!” I told him. “It’s 
Bart. I—” I caught myself. The very of- 
fice where Bart worked was no place to 
discuss all the things I had on my mind. 
So I said, “Meet me downstairs at five 
o'clock. I’ve got to talk to you!” 

The smile faded from his lean brown 
face. “Sorry,” he said curtly, “but I’ve got 
another appointment.” He turned and 
started away. “Some other time. maybe. 
Goodbye.” 

Not caring what any onlookers might 
think, I ran after him and caught up with 
him at the elevators out in the hall. 
“Please, Larry!” I pleaded, “I’ve got to 
talk to you—if you can spare me a mo- 
ment.” I’d remembered that Larry had 
mentioned that night how he hated for 
people—particularly white people—to tell 
him to do something instead of asking. So 
I begged him to let me talk to him before 
I exploded. 

“There’s a bar next door,” Larry said at 
last. “I'll be there.” 

Under other circumstances I might have 
worried about being seen by someone in 


the office. But I felt Larry was the one 
person who could help me and I would 
gladly have stood in the middle of Times 
Square with him, if necessary. 

At five o’clock I dashed downstairs. Lar- 
ry was sitting at a booth near the back. “I 
usually sit up front when I come to a 
place like this,” he told me as I sat down, 
“but you seemed upset, so I figured you’d 
prefer a little privacy.” 

“T can’t find Bart,” I burst out. “Have 
you seen him?” 

Just then the waiter came up and Larry 
ordered drinks, a rum-and-coke for me. 
I stared at him, surprised that he knew my 
favorite. “That’s what you drank that night 
up at my place,” he explained. 

“Nothing’s been the same since that 
night,” I said, running a hand nervously 
through my hair. “Nothing!” I leaned 
across the table. “Oh, Larry, I’m desperate 
—I don’t know what to do.” 

“Well, I'll help, if I can—” 

“You can! You're Bart’s best 
Where is he? I’ve got to know!” 

Larry assured me he hadn’t seen or 
heard from Bart for several days, but said 
he wasn’t worried. Bart. he told me, very 
often took off without letting anyone know. 
“Destination unknown,” said Larry. “But 
it’s strange he didn’t say goodbye to you. 
No letter, either?” 

I shook my head miserably. Larry 
sipped his drink thoughtfully. “I wish I 
knew how to say this,” he began at last. 
“You see, Bart’s my friend and all that, but 
when it comes to girls—” 

I stiffened. “His best friend wouldn’t be 
making a pass at Bart’s girl, would he?” 

Larry eyed me coldly for a moment, then 
reached for his portfolio lying on an empty 
chair. “If that’s what you think, I'd bet- 
ter go before you turn that imaginary pass 
into attempted rape!” he said grimly. 

“I’m sorry, Larry,” I cried, clutching at 
his sleeve. “I’m so crazy with worry I don’t 
know what I’m saying.” 

Slowly, he sat down again. We sat in 
silence for a while and I tried to put to- 
gether an apology. I was unaccustomed to 
begging men, that’s all, but I could tell 
that Larry believed it was because he was 
a Negro. I promised to get a grip on my- 
self, then added, “You’re too sensitive. 
Larry. I have to be so careful of what I 
say to you.” 

“And that you can’t stand, can you?” 
lre said matter-of-factly. 

I hastened to assure him there was noth- 
ing personal in my attitude. Without 
meaning to, I began to tell him about my- 
self, trying to explain myself to him. “You 
see, until I met Bart I never worried about 
trying to please a man. If they didn’t like 
me as I was. there was always another 


friend. 


boy who did. Bart was different from any- 
one I ever knew. I never knew quite how 
to take him. He never went out of his way 
to please me, but I didn’t mind because 
I'd fallen in love with him. Now—” my 
voice broke and I turned away to hide the 
tears. 

I heard Larry say slowly, “Bart knew a 
lot of girls, Sheila. He was no wallflower, 
you know.” 

“Was?” I raised my head. “You keep 
talking as if he were—were dead or some- 
thing.” 

Larry shook his head. “Not dead, Sheila 
—gone. Maybe even with another girl. I 
would—” 

“That’s a lie!” I said hotly. “/’m the 
only girl in Bart’s life. You sound more 
like Bart’s worst enemy than his best 
friend!” 

“T think I'd better go now,” Larry said. 
He stood up. “Goodbye, Sheila. I just 
hope you don’t get hurt.” 

“Hurt” is a mild word for what eventu- 
ally happened to me, but at the time I was 
so indignant over Larry’s suggestion that 
Bart had run out on me I couldn’t see 
straight—much less think straight. I re- 
alize now that I was making Larry the 
innocent target of my anger; I couldn’t 
face the reality he was trying to show me. 
I was still blinded by the spell Bart had 


cast over me. 


T WAS ABOUT a week later that I dis- 

covered to my horror just what my 
blind, simple-minded faith and trust in 
Bart Collins would cost me. I found out 
I was pregnant! The nausea and dizziness 
I'd been experiencing the past week finally 
drove me to a doctor, who stunned me with 
his shocking news. 

I was absolutely crushed. Not only was 
there the frightening feeling of being all 
alone, but I was overwhelmed with shame. 
Bart’s charm had dispelled my fears about 
giving myself completely to him. If two 
people love each other, I told myself, then 
what they do can’t be wrong. Somehow, 
soothed by Bart’s soft words and tender 
caresses, I managed to put from my mind 
all the things I’d been taught about girls 
who give in to men before the wedding day. 

The fact that Bart had never even men- 
tioned marriage did not stop me from 
building beautiful dreams that were based 
on nothing more substantial than my fool- 
ish hope that my great love for Bart 
would awaken a responsive emotion in him. 
Sooner or later. I told myself, Bart would 
realize we were meant for each other and 
he would ask me to be his wife. 

And while I lived in this dream world I 
gave no thought to the consequences of our 
passion-filled nights together. “You pay— 
one way or another—for everything you 
get in this life,” my grandmother used to 
say, and oh, how right she was! For every 
night of bliss I spent in Bart’s arms there 
now came days of anguish. For every mo- 
ment of supreme happiness, long hours of 
shame and despair. 
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But somehow, I was able to make it to 
work each day and pretend nothing was 
wrong. Yet, in the middle of some simple 
task my mind would wander and I'd find 
myself trying to figure a way out of my 
desperate trouble. The little money I had 
in the bank was not enough to enable me to 
<0 away somewhere until the baby was 
born, and going back home was out of the 
question. I could never face my parents in 
my condition. 

[he faint hope I clung to that Bart 
would suddenly pop up and marry me the 
moment I told him what had happened 
crew fainter with every passing day. Grad- 
ually, a thought that lurked far back in 
mind came to the fore—I would have 
to get rid of the unborn child! 

Every fiber of my being revolted at such 
1: thought. but I was almost out of my mind 
worry. I had no one to turn to, no 
one who even knew that Bart and I were 
No one, that is, except 


with 
having an affair. 
Larry 

Strange, but he kept returning to my 
onfused mind and whenever I thought of 
him there was a brief, but welcome, relief 
from the unbearable pressure. I remem- 
bered his slow, warm smile, his steady, 
honest gaze, his thoughtful observations on 
30 many erroneous ideas I’d cherished. 

[ suppose it was only natural, then, 
that I obeyed the impulse—I picked up 
the phone on my desk one day and dialed 
Larry’s number. “Hello, Larry?” I said, 

zzied by the undertone of excitement in 
“This is Sheila. I—I want to 
for the way I acted the other 


my voice. 
1pologize 
lay. 

Forget it.” Larry sounded unconcerned. 

The reason I called is that something 
1as happened.” I went on. I paused a mo- 
ment, but there was silence at the other 
end of the wire. “Larry—you still there?” 

Yes.” 

It’s about Bart and me—something aw- 
ful. If I could only see Bart and tell him 
that I—” I choked back a sob. It was too 

imeful to put into words. “I’ve got to 
talk to him, Larry!” I whispered urgently 
fter I'd regained my composure. 

Tell you what, Sheila,” Larry said in a 
tone. “If I hear from Bart I'll tell 

Okay?” 

It sounded as if he was bored with the 
vhole thing and was about to hang up. 
Panic gripped me. Larry was my only 
contact with Bart. “Larry!” I blurted out 
in a low, breathless rush of words. “I’m 
going to have a baby .. . Bart’s baby!” 

For a long moment, dead si- 
Then, “I guess I'd better tell you, 
Sheila. I heard from Bart. He’s—” 

Just then I saw Bud Keller. one of the 
junior account execs, walking toward me. 
“I’ve got to hang up now,” I told Larry. 
‘Meet me downstairs after work. Please, 
Larry?” 

“Sure. And Sheila, don’t worry. We'll 
figure something out.” 

Those last words before I quickly re- 
placed the phone acted like a tonic on me. 
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Without knowing why, I felt in my heart 
that Larry would help me figure out a solu- 
tion to my problem. I felt so relieved I 
even managed a smile when Bud slouched 
down on the edge of my desk and said, 
“You looked so sad just now I thought Id 
come over and hold your hand. Anything 
wrong?” 

I shook my head and he went on, “Good. 
But maybe you'll let me hold your hand 
anyway ... now that Bart has gone.” 

At the mention of Bart’s name my heart 
did a little flip. I forced myself to be 
casual. “You think you’d like that?” I 
asked with a coy smile. 

Bud grinned. “I know I would—for a 
start.” He offered me a cigarette and I 
noted with pride that I had enough self 
control to keep my hand from shaking as I 
held the cigarette to the flame of his light- 
er. “But I'll admit I was afraid you might 
be carrying a torch for that crazy charac- 
ter.” 

I raised my eyebrows  quizzically. 
“Well.” he went on, “you must admit that 
a guy who’s whacky enough to walk out of 
a good job here like Bart did. and then 
run off to Mexico with—” He leaned 
closer. “With a colored girl! Dammit! A 
nut like that doesn’t deserve a girl like 
you, who—” 


UT I WAS no longer listening to Bud’s 

chatter. A lump of cold lead suddenly 
settled in my stomach. Bart had run out 
on me! No! No, it couldn’t be true. Yet. 
even as some still-loyal. trusting part of me 
tried to disbelieve, in my heart I knew it 
was true. With no evidence other than 
Bud’s offhand remark. my infatuation for 
Bart crumbled and was washed away in a 
wave of bit erness. 

It didn’t matter to me what color the girl 
was; he-had left me for another. simply 
dropped out of my life at the very time I 
needed him most. In that brief instant I 
learned that deep and trusting love can 
turn to hate in a split second. 

Bud’s words crashed back into my con- 
sciousness. “. so. how about it?” he 
was saying. 

“T'm sorry.” 
wandering.” 

“I said, how about having a drink with 
me after work.” 

I shook my head slowly. “Sorry, Bud. 
I—I’ve got something very important to do 
tonight. How about a rain check?” 

Bud shrugged and got to his feet. “Okay. 
Sheila.” 

I could hardly wait for the end of the 
day. There was no real reason for me to 
think that Larry would help me out of my 
predicament. There was no reason he 
should. Yet. having talked with him, heard 
his voice, my spirits soared. 

I was even able to think about Bart 
with more curiosity than anger. Had he 
gone away with Jean, the girl I’d met at 
Larry’s apartment? I made a mental note 
to ask Larry when I saw him. In fact, I 
decided there were a lot of things I wanted 


I said. “but my mind was 


to talk over with Larry. He was my only 
friend now that Bart was out of my life 
forever. 

And yet, as eagerly as I wanted to see 
Larry, I never did get to talk with him that 
day. Old habits die hard; old prejudices 
die even harder. Every time I recall my 
stupid actions that day I blush with shame, 
even now, long afterward. But I did have 
my eyes opened. I got a good look at my- 
self and the people around me—and I 
hated what I saw. 

Here’s what happened that evening as I 
hurried to meet Larry: I got into an eleva- 
tor and was pushed into the rear by a chat- 
tering herd of secretaries. Near the front 
I saw Bud. He flashed me a quizzical smile 
and his lips silently formed the words, 
“Change your mind?” I shook my head 
and he turned to talk with one of the other 
girls in the car. 

When the door slid open, I was the last 
person out into the big lobby of the office 
building but there were still several of my 
co-workers standing around when I caught 
sight of Larry standing near the cigar 
stand. He waved and started across the 
lobby toward me. Out of the corner of my 
eye I saw a couple of the girls staring at 
me. their own conversation forgotten. 

I swear I don’t know why, but panic 
suddenly seized me. I couldn’t let anyone 
see me talking to Larry. Desperately, I 
glanced around. Bud was already halfway 
to the exit doors. I started running after 
him, angling away from Larry. By the 
time Larry reached the spot where I had 
been standing, I had caught up with Bud 
and grabbed him by the arm. 

“Does that offer still stand?” I asked 
breathlessly. 

His surprised expression turned to one 
of pleasure. “You bet it does! But why 
the sudden switch, if you don’t mind my 
asking?” 

I hustled him toward the door, not 
daring to look back to see how Larry was 
taking my cowardly retreat. But just as I 
went through the revolving door, I stole a 
glance back into the lobby. I saw Larry 
standing there. gazing at me with such a 
hurt, baffled look on his face that I had an 
impulse to run back to him. But the next 
instant the door propelled me outside and 
then Bud was beside me, steering me into 
the bar next door. 

As I said, ’'m almost as ashamed of 
what I did then as I am of submitting to 
Bart’s love-making. Right then, Larry was 
the only person in the world I wanted to 
be with, the only one I could confide in, yet 
| wound up in a bar with a man who be- 
gan nudging my knees after the first drink 
and propositioned me after the second 
drink. He was white, and that was sup- 
posed to make it all right; Larry wasn’t 
the “right” color, so I couldn’t be seen 
talking to him. 

I didn’t know it then, but I know now 
that you can’t let silly prejudice and fear 
come between you and anyone who is your 
friend. 
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As if to underscore the lesson I learned. 
Bud turned out to be an evil-minded wolf, 
who made it quite clear that he only 
wanted the same thing from me that Bart 
had gotten. I kept thinking of the way I 
had treated Larry and I couldn’t help com- 
paring his gentlemanly, dignified manner 
with Bud’s uncouth behavior. 

Finally, I could take no more of Bud’s 
crude passes, so I hastily got up and left. 
barely stopping to say goodbye. When I 
got home, I was more alone, lonely and 
frightened than ever. Larry was my last 
hope for help in my desperate situation 
and I had thoughtlessly driven him away. 
In the quiet darkness of my room, his face 
kept intruding on my thoughts. 

For a while, I considered writing him a 
letter of apology, but no words I could 
think of could express my sincere regret 
for any pain or embarrassment I’d caused 
him. And facing him would be impossible. 
Everything seemed so hopelessly muddled 
I wanted to just close my eyes. go to sleep 
and never wake up. 

I’m not sure how many days later it was 
that I tried exactly that. I simply swal- 
lowed a handful of sleeping pills and laid 
down on the bed. Oh, I knew at the time 
it was morally wrong, but it takes more 
courage to go on living when your life 
seems over than ending it all. 

There was only one way out 
drug store where I could get sleeping pills 
without a prescription, a note to be left for 
my mother, begging her forgiveness, then 
quickly gulping down the pills before | 
lost my nerve. And after a little while, the 
gentle floating feeling as sleep came to 
end the awful mess my life had become... . 


a trip toa 


SHOUTING and banging on my door 
“4 broke through the haze that was en- 
veloping me. Somehow. I managed to 
struggle to my feet and stagger to the door. 
All the time I was thinking how funny it 
was—I had made up my mind to die, yet 
there I was going to answer the door. 
Maybe it was the urgency of the knocking. 
or maybe I recognized his voice. even in 
my drugged condition. 

It’s not all clear, but I do know that 
when Larry saw what I had done he acted 
quickly. He stuck a finger down my throat 
to make me get rid of the medicine, then 
poured hot, black coffee into me. After it 
was all over, I learned from Larry that he 
had written to Bart and told him about me. 
Bart had sent $200 and asked Larry to 
help me find a doctor who would perform 
an abortion. 

“It’s too late for that.” I moaned, bury- 
ing my face in the pillow of the bed where 
Larry had placed me. “Oh. why did you 
have to come here and spoil everything?” 

“It’s a damn good thing I did come when 
I did!” Larry scolded. “What you tried 
to do—nothing is that bad.” 

A little while later, Larry broke the 
silence. “Suppose it wasn’t too late to use 
this money Bart sent?” he asked softly. I 
shook my head firmly. Larry went on. 


“Maybe you only think it’s too late. A 
doctor might- 

“No!” I burst out. 
blurred eyes to him. “I’m going to have 
this baby!” I said. “And I don’t need any 


I raised my tear- 


help from that no-good Bart—or you 
either.” 
A faint smile crinkled the corner of 


Larry’s eyes. “I’m glad you said that— 
about the baby, I mean. But I think you’ll 
need all the help you can get before this 
is over.” 

Of course, Larry was right. That money 
Bart had sent came in handy in the follow- 
ing weeks. But Larry’s help was even more 
valuable. I couldn’t have made it without 
him. I'd finally had to quit work and went 
out only at night when no one could see 
the growing evidence of my sin. I had no 
companionship, no one to talk to except 
Larry, who came around regularly. 

One night, about three months before my 
baby was due. Larry mentioned something 
that had been on my mind for quite a 
while. You see, Larry’s visits once or twice 
a week were strictly social calls. We'd sit 
and talk or go out for a drive in his car, 
but there was nothing personal between us. 
After a while, I felt guilty about taking up 
his time and I suggested he let me do the 
typing he occasionally needed in connec- 
tion with his art work. It made me feel 
somewhat better about accepting so many 
kindnesses from him. 

I looked from my typewriter at Larry, 
who was reading a book. and thought how 
good it was to have him there. It was such 
a quiet, peaceful scene that my heart filled 
with gratitude and—and what else? Why 
was it that I felt so content and at ease 
whenever he was around? Why did I look 
forward to his visits with such eagerness, 
and why did my heart beat faster when he 
appeared at the door? 

I couldn’t help but compare this satis- 
fying emotion to the wild passion Bart had 
aroused in me. What I had shared with 
Bart hadn’t lasted very long. despite its 
intensity; what Larry and I had now, I sud- 
denly realized, was what I’d always wanted. 
Was I falling in love with Larry? 

I gazed at his ruggedly handsome profile. 
at the brown smoothness of his forehead. 
at the trim mustache that twitched now and 
then as he concentrated on his book. He 
must have felt my eyes on him, for he 
raised his head. Our glances met. And 
then I knew—I was in love with him! 

“T was just thinking, Sheila.” Larry re- 
marked, unaware of the thrill of excitement 
that was running through me. “it’s not 
good for you to be alone like this, especi- 
ally since—well, the time is coming when 
you'll need someone.” 

“Besides you?” I shook my head and 
smiled. hugging my newly-discovered se- 
cret to my heart. 

“What I mean is, my mother has a room 
in her house over in Brooklyn > 

Tears suddenly filled my eyes. “You 
mean she’d take me in? She doesn’t even 


know me, yet— 
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‘I’ve told her about you,” Larry said. 

ind she wants you to come.” 

[ could only shake my head in wonder- 
nent. If I was amazed that Mrs. Keyes 
vas willing to befriend a complete stranger, 
[ was overwhelmed by her motherly care. 
Not only she, but all her neighbors and 
friends took me into their circle with open 

The first week I was there I learned 

how different Larry’s people were, broad- 

ded and honest, in contrast to the sus- 
ion and coldness of my own people. 

Yet. even with all her hospitality, Mrs. 
Keyes seemed to treat me with a reserve 

wasn’t in keeping with her warm 
personality. She was a smiling, buxom 
oman who still had the looks and energy 
f a much younger person. I found out 
vhat was on her mind one Sunday as I 
helped her prepare dinner. I was humming 
softly to myself, hardly able to wait for 
Larry to get there. 

Sheila—I’ve got to ask you something,” 
Mrs. Keyes said suddenly, “is that my 
hoy’s child you’re carrying?” 

‘No. it isn’t,” I told her. I went on to 
ell her the whole story. “I thought I was in 
love with Bart, but that doesn’t excuse the 
yvrong I did. I was ready to kill myself— 
[ would have if Larry hadn’t come along in 
ime. No, it’s not Larry’s child,” I said, 
meeting her steady gaze, “but I wish it 


‘You’re in love with him, aren’t you?” 
She shook her head pityingly. “Lord help 

child. Lord help you both!” 

[ stayed with Mrs. Keyes until after my 
baby was born in one of those private hos- 
pitals that specializes in placing infants 
adoption. I never saw the poor little 
ling and I know that I'll go on paying 
rest of my life for the sin I committed. 
But I realized that I could never take 

of a child alone, and knowing it was 
placed in a good home helped ease some 
f the pain. I soon returned to work, but 
ontinued to live with Mrs. Keyes, renting 
he room she had so generously provided 

me when I was down and out. 


la 


WHE AND I kept our secret about my 
~~ love for Larry. If he suspected; he 
ever said anything. But sooner or later, 
| felt, Larry would have to know. Appar- 
itly. Mrs. Keyes felt the same way. be- 
iuse one night she asked me, “What are 

u going to do, Sheila?” 

‘About Larry?” I countered, knowing 
ery well that’s what she meant. I spread 
ny hands hopelessly. “What can I do. Mrs. 
Keyes? I wouldn’t hurt him for anything 
n the world.” 

Well, TH tell you what I think,” she 
said. “I think you ought to go ahead and 
tell him how you feel. I never thought 
there'd come a day when I’d tell a white 
woman to marry my son—Lord knows 
that’s true. 

‘But I guess after you get to know peo- 
ple you change a lot of your old ideas.” 
“Oh, you're so right!” I agreed. barely 


74 


able to contain the joy that flooded my 
heart. “I feel more at home with you and 
Larry than I ever did with anyone else.” 

She took my hand in hers. “You'll have 
a hard way to go, child. People will call 
you names, turn against you—and that’s 
only part of it.” 

“T don’t care,” I declared. “It wouldn’t 
matter in the least. The only thing is—I 
don’t know how Larry feels.” 

“Then ask him,” she said matter-of-factly. 

So I telephoned Larry the next day and 
asked him to meet me in the little park 
near his place, where we’d often spent 
time together. It was while waiting for 
him to arrive so I could tell him how much 
I loved him that I encountered the two 
women. The one who had shown such hos- 
tility had aroused all kinds of doubts and 
fears in my mind. Was this a sample of 
what I’d face with Larry? 





But then the other woman started talk. 
ing to me, showing the friendliness I'd 
found everywhere in the people I’d adopted’ 
as my own. Suddenly, I heard the familiar” 
beep of the horn on Larry’s car and looked 
up to see him waving to me from the curb, 
As I stood up and waved back I said good. 
bye to the woman who had shared the’ 
bench with me. “Goodbye . . . and good! 
luck,” she said with a warm smile. 

And I knew then that everything was 
going to be all right. I ran across the grass 
to Larry’s car and greeted him with a kiss, 
“T’ve something very important to tell you.” ” 
I said, “so listen and just keep driving . . .”" 

I had no idea how Larry would take what 
I said, but it made no difference. I’d be his’ 
wife or just a good friend, however he 
wanted it—the main thing was that I had 
not only found new friends and a new life, 


but I had finally found myself. THE END 
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Sidney Poitier 


(Continued from Page 14 
6 


of an all white and partially prejudiced 
unit. 

In each case the sensitive young Negro 
is at odds with his society, a white society. 
And just like the characters he plays, 
Sidney chose to leave Miami because he 
was at odds with the society there. During 
his first years in New York he played the 
part of an angry and confused young man 
in Lyssistrata and afterwards told Etta 
Moten who played the lead, that “. . . that 
part was easy for him. All he had to do 
was act natural.” 

After Sidney had been in New York for 
a while, his concern over his place. and the 
place of all Negroes, in the world became 
so great that he developed an ulcer. As 
he says now, “Three years ago I had an 
ulcer, a big bug about my future, my 
family’s future. the future of my race, like 
Kimani’s kind of worry in the picture 
(Something of Value). But when the doc- 
tor put me on the milk diet bit, I calmed 
down.” After some soul-searching, he 
came to realize that he could only do what 
he was able to about things that could be 
changed, and that he didn’t have to worry 
about things he couldn’t change. “I found 
I could learn to accept what I had to ac- 
cept, and to try and change what I wanted 
to change. Now? I dig my work, I love my 
family, I booze with my friends, I go to 
church, I play a lot of golf. What else is 
there? I mean, what else?” 

This is not to say that Sidney has come 
to a completely opposite point of view from 
the one that he had. But he has reached 
a point where he can decide which things 
to be concerned about, and which things 
not to worry too much about. Speaking of 
success and its material rewards, he has 
said, “It’s brought a softer bed and a 


tighter roof. But you can’t use a softer 
bed and a tighter roof as tranquilizers, 
I’m not knocking the jazz. But. if it were 
five times more, it could still only buy you 
a tighter roof.” 

About his acting, Sidney is extremely 
conscientious. When he finds a script that 
pleases him, he cannot study it too much. 

He feels a deep responsibility toward 
his race, and will never participate in any: 
thing which will not portray it in a good 
light. “I have no politics,” he once told 
a reporter, “but I am a Negro. For this 
reason, I try to do and say nothing that 
might be a step backward.” When asked! 
whether acting was just a money-maker for 
him or whether he picked stories that were 
important to him as a Negro, he said, “ 
play primarily because I’m an actor. But 
I also have certain attitudes and principles 
which help govern my behavior in life. | 
try not to offend these sensibilities.” 

Sidney has come a long way from the! 
angry young man who finally made it ou!” 
of Florida. He has lost the thick West Ir 
dian accent, he doesn’t have to worry about | 
where he will sleep at night or what le 
will eat, and he has more to look forward 
to than a dishwashing career. He has be 
come a famous and respected actor. he ha‘ 
homes in Mount Vernon, N. Y. and in Nas 
sau, and in his spare time he plays a good 
game of golf. He is still an angry youn 
man, but it’s a different kind of anger— 
controlled, constructive kind of anger thal 
works for rather than against him. Now. 
instead of developing an ulcer, he cal 
turn down a role he doesn’t approve of | 
And instead of worrying about the futurt 
of the Negro race, he can bring to life # 
the screen a good and worthwhile perso 
who happens to be a Negro. THE END 
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Mer /Send tor This Money. 
Making Outfit FREES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


2 SQQoe 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 
in full or spare time .. . as much 
as $30.00 in a day? Then mail 
the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 


Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders 
for our beautifully- 
Styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure 
suits and skirts for 
women. Many hus- 
bands sell suits to 
men, their wives sell 
suits and skirts to 
women ... and the 
profits roll in! You 
can too! Outfit con- 
tains styles, prices, 


FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man _ prefers _better-fitting, 
better-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when 
you show the many beautiful, high quality fab- 
rics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit 
and style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you 
take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit 
in advance on every order, and build up fine perma- 
nent income for yourself in spare or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 


and simple instruc- : . 
i need any experience to take orders. Everything is 


simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now for this big, valuable 
outfit filled with more than 100 fine fabrics and everything else 
you need to start. You'll say this is the greatest way to make 
money you ever saw. Rush the coupon today! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. P-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. P-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
Dear Sir: 

I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT_TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush 
Details, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with 
actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 





YOUR OWN SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to 
get your own personal suits, top- 
coats, and overcoats without pay- 
ing 1c—in addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only do 
we start you on the road to making 
big money, but we also make it 
easy for you to get your own 
clothes without paying one penny. 
No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 
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